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Haunts for Hire 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 
FRANK FRANKENSTEIN 
VELMA VAMPIRE 
CARL 
Bony 
WARDROBE MISTRESS 
Herapiess Harry 
CuHILLY WILLY 
REPRESENTATIVE OF A.F. or G. 
Mrs. VANDERMEER 
Cop 
Mrs. MARBLE 
Mary MArsie 
Mo.uiy MArsie 
MESSENGER 
Time: Halloween afternoon. 
SertinG: The office of Haunts for Hire, 
a flourishing Halloween enterprise. 
Ar Rise: FRANK FRANKENSTEIN 7s 
frantically taking calls on four phones 
at a large table, above which hangs a 
big sign, You Dare ’E-m, WE Scare 
"EM! His secretary, VELMA VAMPIRE, 
is folding and stacking sheets at a 
long table cluttered with wigs, cos- 


tumes, masks, props, etc. The Ward- 
ROBE Mistress is draping Bony in 
a long, red velvet cloak. Bony’s back 
is toward the audience. CARu, a third 
assistant, ts untangling a mass of 
chains and packing them in boxes. 


FRANK (At phone): Haunts for Hire. 


Frankenstein speaking. (Picking up 
second phone as it rings) Sorry, we’re 
completely out of regulation black 
cats and witches. (Answering third 
phone) Haunts for Hire. Franken- 
stein speaking. Yes, yes, we can give 
you three ghosts at three dollars 
each, but clanking chains will be 
(Back to first phone) Sorry, 
ma’am, we were interrupted. Yes, 
we'll put you down for a Midnight 
Murder Special. (Pause) Of course 
not! We never use anything as 
obvious as ketchup! (Laugh) Oh, 
we have our little trade secrets, you 
know! Thank you and good-bye. 
Haunts for 


extra. 


(Fourth phone rings.) 
Hire. Frankenstein speaking. What? 





What’s that? A.F. of G.? Never 
heard of it. What does it stand for? 
Amalgamated Federation of Ghosts? 
No, no, I’m afraid we wouldn’t be 
interested. We are strictly non- 
union. (First phone rings.) Haunts 
for Hire. Frankenstein speaking. 
Just a minute. I'll see. (Hand over 
mouthpiece ) Velma, how 
clean sheets do we have left? 

VeLMA: We'll have to call the laundry. 
Only six left and I have three more 
orders to fill. 

Frank (Returning to phone): Sorry, 
I’m afraid we're fresh out of ghosts. 
But we do have a nice, mildewed 
corpse we could let you have. 
(Pause) But naturally, he’s terrific. 
Remember our slogan: ‘They’re 
wild! They satisfy.”” Yes, indeed, 
we stand behind every haunt! Okay. 
What’s that address? (7’o VeuMa) 
Velma, get this, will you please? 
(VELMA comes to desk with memo 
pad.) Two twenty-two 
Terrace. 

VetMa: Ocean Terrace! That’s way on 
the other side of town, Frank. 
Charge them ten percent extra for 
transportation. 

Frank (Af phone): Sorry, lady. Ocean 
Terrace is pretty far out. We'll 
have to make an extra charge for 
transportation. Very well. I know 
you'll be pleased. Okay, Madam, 
twelve o’clock sharp! (Hangs up 
and mops forehead) Phew! This is 
driving me crazy. Can’t'you take 
the phones for a while, Velma? 

Vetma: Sorry, Frank. I have to work 
in the stockroom. The rest of the 
girls went home early. Those phan- 
tom costumes aren’t ready and the 


many 


Ocean 


spider webs are in a mess. Let Carl 
do it. 
Car (Busy with chains): Not me. U’'m 
strictly sound effects, remember? 
FRANK: Only too well. If you can’t get 
a better recording of 
laughter, you’re fired. 

Car: Take it easy, Boss. By the way, 
what was that bit about the Amal- 
gamated Federation of Ghosts? 

FRANK: Some crazy coot thinks we 
should join a union 
Can you beat that? 

Vetma: Oh, I forgot to tell you. I had 
a call from that same outfit this 
morning, and a man came to see me 
about it this afternoon. 

FRANK: What did you tell him? 

Vevtma: The usual. I told him you did 
the hiring and firing. He’d have to 
come back later. 

FRANK: He’ll only be wasting his time 
with me. Has Chilly Willy come in 
yet? 


hysterical 


-a ghost union. 


Vetma (As she exits): He’s due any 


minute now. If you need me, I'll 
be in the workroom. 

Warprose Mistress: Do you have 
time to take a look at this, Frank? 
It’s still a bit lopsided, but it’s the 
best I could do. (Stands back from 
Bony.) 

FRANK (Inspecting Bony): Not bad, 
considering you made it out of an 
old pair of drapes. What’s he sup- 
posed to be? 

Warprose Mistress: I’m not quite 
sure. We have an order for the 
Masque of the Red Death and the 
Phantom of the Opera. 

Frank: He looks a long time dead. 
(Picking up plumed hat from table and 
putting it on Bony) Put this hat on 





him and he can be both, depending 
on the times. (Bony faces audience, 
revealing skeleton mask.) 


Bony: If I do both, I get double pay. 


FRANK: Natch. Let me see the order 
blanks. (WARDROBE Mistress hands 
him the blanks.) You're in, 
Bony. ted Death at 
Phantom of the Opera at one. (Look- 
ing at watch) Take a break and be 
back in twenty minutes. 


Good! 


eleven, 


Bony: Hey, Frank, I'll play my flute 
on the Phantom of the Opera job for 
five bucks extra. 

Frank: Nothing doing. All musical 
haunts are handled by Evelyn and 
her Tragic Violin. 

Warprose Mistress: Now take it 
easy getting out of that costume, 
Bony. Let me help you. (Helps 
Bony out of costume as phone rings) 

FRANK (Af phone): Haunts for Hire. 
Frankenstein speaking. Who? Oh, 
it’s you, Harry. (Pause) What do 
you mean you lost your head? 
(Pause) Well, stop at the nearest 
supermarket and get another one. 
Okay! Okay! We'll write it up to 
expenses, but don’t be so careless. 
Now, get back on the job. We're 
snowed under with (Hangs 
up) That Harry would lose his head 
even if it were fastened on to him. 
That’s the third pumpkin he’s 
bought this week for The Man with 
His Head Tucked Underneath His 
Arm. Remind me to send someone 
else next time we have a call for de- 
tachable heads. (Curtuy WILLY en- 
ters. He wears a dripping raincoat, 


calls. 


and carries a soaking wet sponge in 


each hand. He is sneezing violently. 


Each time he sneezes, he tries to cover 
his mouth with his hand, and water 
drips on the floor from the sponges.) 
WarpDROBE Mistress (Removing cloak 
from 
going, Willy. I don’t want you drip- 
ping on this red velvet. 
Cumty Witty: Don’t worry. 
down to my last drip. In 
words, I’ve had it. (Sneeze) I quit. 


model): Watch where you're 


I’m 
other 


FRANK: But you can’t quit now, Willy. 
You're booked solid. 

Cutty Witty: I’m no longer a solid. 
I’m a liquid. I’ve disintegrated. I 
tell you I’m finished once and for all. 
Somebody help me out of these wet 
things before rigor mortis sets in. 

Bony: Here, I'll give you a hand. But 
don’t drip on me. I don’t want to 
catch cold. (Helps Cutty WILLy 
remove coat) 

Veta (Entering): Oh, you poor dear. 
Let me help you. (Takes sponges) 
You really are soaked. Maybe you 
should go home and change clothes. 

Cutty Witty: I’m going home all 
right, and I’m going to stay there. 

FRANK: You can’t be serious. Your 
Drowned Demon of the Deep is a 
sensation. We just had a call on 
your last job. Three gals fainted 
when you dribbled that wet seaweed 
down their backs. 

Cuitty Witty: Flattery will get you 
nowhere. (Sneeze) I’m going home. 

WARDROBE Mistress: Come on, Willy. 
I’ll hang these wet things on the 
radiator in the workroom and make 
you a nice hot cup of tea. Then 
you'll feel better. 

Veutma: You'll have plenty of time to 
dry out. 





Cuitty Wiixy: You’re so right! I'll 
have the rest of my life. I tell you 
I’m finished — washed up! 

Frank: But you can’t leave us now. 
I’ve just signed you up for a job on 
Ocean Terrace as the Mildewed 
Corpse! We'll lose a customer. 

Cuitty Witty: Don’t cry on my 
shoulder, Frank. I’m damp enough 
already. All I want is my pay check. 

Car.: I sure hate to see you go, chum. 
I just worked out a neat recording of 
sea gull cries and dashing waves for 
your entrance. 

Bony: What’s a little discomfort, old 
man? We all knew we'd have to 
suffer for our art when we signed up 
for this Haunts for Hire hassel. 

Vevma: And think of what we’re doing 
for the Dramatic Club Scholarship 
fund! 

WARDROBE \listrEss: To say nothing 
of the percentage we keep for our- 
selves and all the fun we’re having. 
This is the most successful Hal- 
loween project the club has ever had. 

CuHILLY WILLY: Congratulations! But 
count me out. 

FRANK (Moving to desk and writing out 
check): Okay, Willy. Here’s your 
check. I can see your mind’s made 
up. 

Cuttty Witty: Thanks, thanks a lot. 
No hard feelings I hope. 

FRANK: Of course not. We'll manage 
somehow. 

Cuitty Wiiiy: Thanks, pal. 

good luck! (zits) 

Car: What are you going to do about 
Ocean Terrace? 

FranK (To Bony): Maybe we could 
double again with you, Bone Head. 

Bony: Not me. I’m afraid of water. 


And 


Warprose Mistress: I could rig up 
an outfit for Harry if he gets back 
in time. (Blackout. 
almost immediately. ) 

Vevtma: What was that? 

Car: Did we forget to pay the light 
bill? 

REPRESENTATIVE (Standing in door- 
way. 


Lights go on 


He wears a business suit with 
lapels, pockets, tie, and cuffs of phos- 
phorescent material. He coughs apolo- 
getically): Excuse me. (As everybody 
jumps) Did I startle you? (/anding 
card to FRANK) I represent the A.F. 
of G. 
of Ghosts. 

FRANK: Oh! Er 


Amalgamated Federation 


I believe we 
had a phone call from your organiza- 
tion a while ago. 
pocket) 

REPRESENTATIVE (Jndicating VELMA): 
This young lady suggested I call on 
you, sir. 


~ yes. 


(Puts card in 


It’s about joining the 
Federation. 

FRANK: Sorry you made the trip, sir. 
But we’re not interested. 

REPRESENTATIVE: But our organiza- 
tion has many advantages. 

FraNK: Perhaps so. But we’re just a 
small outfit, strictly non-professional. 

REPRESENTATIVE: Non-professional? 
But I understand you charge regular 
fees for your services. 

Veta: Yes, yes, we do, but we keep 
only a small percentage for our- 
selves. The rest goes to our Dramatic 
Club. 

REPRESENTATIVE: Nevertheless, the 
fee does take you out of the amateur 
class. 

Frank: I’m afraid you are wasting 
your time. We are not interested. 

REPRESENTATIVE: If you'll pardon my 





saying so, sir, I might point out sev- 
eral disadvantages of operating out- 
side the Federation. 

FRANK: What are you trying to do? 
Threaten us? 

REPRESENTATIVE: Not at all, sir. I 
was merely pointing out the risks 
you are taking. 

FRANK: Risks? What risks? 

REPRESENTATIVE: Haunting is a risky 
business, even for professionals. 

FRANK: This is nonsense. Now, as I 
told you before, we’re very busy 
here. 

REPRESENTATIVE: Is 
word, sir? 


that your last 


FRANK: That’s my last word, mister. 


REPRESENTATIVE: Very well, sir. But 
just in case anything happens, please 
remember we gave you a chance. 

FRANK: What chance? 

REPRESENTATIVE (Blandly): Why, the 
chance to join the Amalgamated 
Federation of Ghosts. (Blackout. 
When lights go on, REPRESENTATIVE 
has disappeared.) 

Vetma: Well, what do you make of 
that? 

Cant: That was a funny one. 

Bony: What a creep! 

WARDROBE Mistress: He gave me the 
jimjams, that one! 

FRANK: Don’t get yourselves in an up- 
roar. We have work to do. Now, 
let’s get on with it. Velma, get on 
the phone and see if you can contact 
Harry at his last call. 
better get moving. (Mrs. VANDER- 
MEER enters. She is a nervous, fussy 
woman, highly excited.) 

Mrs. VANDERMEER: Is this the office of 
Haunts for Hire? 


Bony, you’d 


Frank (Heartily): Yes, yes, it is. 
What can we do for you? 

Mrs. VANDERMEER: Do for me? Well, 
my goodness, you’ve already done 
it. And I must say you have done a 
fabulous job. Absolutely fabulous. 
Young man, you simply made my 
party. 

Frank: I — er — I am afraid I don’t 
quite understand, Mrs. — er — 
what did you say your name was? 

Mrs. VANDERMEER: Vandermeer. Mrs. 
J. W. Vandermeer of Vandermeer 
Drive. You know, the big brown- 
stone house at the top of the hill 
where you sent the mummy. 

Att: Mummy? 

Mrs. VANDERMEER: Yes, mummy. 
Oh, I do wish you could have seen 
my guests when that horrible crea- 
ture stepped out of the mummy case 

.in the front hall and gibbered at 
them. 

Frank: I’m afraid I still don’t under- 
stand, ma’am. Velma, do we have a 
Vandermeer on our list? 

Vetma (At desk, 
Vandermeer? 


consulting book): 

No — no order for 
that name or address. 

Mrs. VANDERMEER: Oh, dear! 
‘areless of Howard. 
husband. 


How 

Howard’s my 

I asked him to place an 
order here, and he didn’t seem a bit 
keen on it at the time. But when 
that mummy case arrived, I knew 
he had been here. But, dear me, I 
wonder how your driver ever found 
us without an address. 

FRANK: Driver? We don’t even have 
a driver. 

Mrs. VANDERMEER: But you must 
have a driver. You absolutely must 
have a driver and a truck, too. Other- 





wise, how will you ever get that 
mummy case out of our front hall 
and off the premises? 

Frank: But my dear lady, we didn’t 
put it there in the first place. 

Mrs. VANDERMEER: Now, young man, 
let’s not play games. Of course you 
put it there. 
bag) 
Hire. It was on the mummy case 
when it was delivered. | 
rates 


Producing card from 


Here’s your card, Haunts for 


see your 
hour. 
(Puts down three 
dollars) Now there’s your fee and 


three dollars an 


Very reasonable. 


are 


I'll expect that mummy case to be 
taken out of there within the hour. 
Vetma: Look, Mrs. Vandermeer, we 
don’t even own a mummy case. 
Warprose Misrress: Or a mummy. 


Mrs. VanperRMEER: Well, you own one 
now You see, 


when my guests asked the mummy 


the case, I mean. 
to remove his wrappings, well 


he just wasn’t there any more. 


(Giggles) It was fabulous! Simply 

fabulous. I don’t see how you young 

folks think up these things. I guess 
it’s all this science they’re teaching 
in the schools these days. 

FRANK: Mrs. Vandermeer, please listen 
to me. 

Mrs. VANDeRMEER: I simply must 
run, young man. But let me tell 
you one thing, I’m telling every- 
body about Haunts for Hire. You 
are simply Fabulous! 
(Exits) 

Cari: Gee, boss, it will cost at 


fabulous. 


least 
twenty bucks to get a moving van 
to haul that mummy 
Vandermeer Drive. 

Vetma: Twenty bucks! And she gave 
us three! 


case from 


Bony: That’s making money fast. 

Warprose Mistress: I don't under- 
stand it! 

FRANK (Sinking into chair at desk): 
Neither do 1. (Phone rings. 
for Hire. Frankenstein speaking. 
What? (Sputtering) What’s that? 
What’s that you say? A 
in your swimming pool? What kind 

(Pause) But that’s 

impossible. We don’t have any mon- 

It couldn't 

Hire. 

You're send- 


no! 


Haunts 


monster 


of monster? 


No, no. 
have come from 
What? 


Ing US a 


sters that big. 

Haunts tor 

What’s that? 
bill? No, 

Listen. Wait a 
Operator! Operator! 

Vetma: What is it, 
wrong? 

FRANK ([n a daz 
Parmalee Drive claims he was having 


Jiqgling 
phon: minute, 


Frank? What's 


> Some joker out on 


a Halloween party and a twenty-foot 
monster rose up out of his swimming 
pool. 
CARL: Boy, oh hoy! 
thev 


What 


serving at 


kina of 


cider were that 
party? 

FRANK: The man wasn’t kidding, Carl. 
The monster had a tag around its 
neck Haunts for Hire 
our address! 

ALL: Oh, no! 


FRANK: Oh, yes! 


with 


And he’s sending us 
a bill for one cracked swimming pool! 
(As they stare at each other in amaze- 
ment, Harry enters. He is in a state 
of shock. ) 

Harry: Frank! Frank! This thing has 
gone too far. Frank, wait till you 
hear what happened! 

Veitma: Don’t tell us 
head again. 

Harry: Yes, yes, this time I really 


you lost your 





lost it! And how! (Sits down, wipes 

utth handkerchief) Boy, I 
wouldn’t have believed it. 

Cari: Well, get on with it. 
happened? 


brow 


What 


Harry: Well, right after I got my new 


head at the supermarket, I went out 
to that place on Pleasant Hill Road. 
It was a kid’s party, so I did my 
usual bit with the head — vou know 
twisting it all around and finally 
throwing it through an open window. 
Well, that’s when it happened. 
Cari: [ can guess. You forgot to 
open the window. 
If that were all! 


Harry: No, the win- 


dow was open all right, but when I 
threw the head now, | know you 
won't believe this, but so help me 
Frank: We'll believe almost anything 

today, Harry. What happened? 
Harry: Well, the thing took off like 
crazy! Did a regular sputnik. 
Bony: What do you mean, sputnik? 
Harry: I mean it went right off into 
space. Zoomed around like a rocket. 
Boy! You that 
living room. It knocked down two 
lamps, hit the chandelier, bounced 
down on the floor, zoomed up again, 


should have seen 


sideswiped two pictures and the last 
I saw of it, it was heading upstairs. 
Vetma: What do you mean the 
last vou saw of it? 
Harry: You think I stuck 
around to see the finish, do you? 
Not Headless Harry. | high-tailed 


it out of there before the lady could 


don’t 


eall the cops. 
VeumMa: Frank, what are we going to 
do? (Phone rings.) 
WarpDrROBE Mistress: Don’t answer it. 
Caru: Let’s get out of here. 


Bony: This is no place for us. (Phones 
ré'ng madly.) 

FRANK (Answering one after the other 

Haunts for Hire. Sorry, we're closed 

until further notice. Sorry, closed 

till further notice. 

Frank. Just 

don’t answer any more. Carl’s right. 

We have to get out of here. 


Harry: It’s no good, 


FRANK: But why should we run? We've 
done nothing w rong. 

Harry: ‘Try telling that to the people 
on Pleasant Hill Road. 

Bony: 
swimming pool. 


Vetma: [ll get my things. 


And the man with the cracked 


Hreryone 
scrambles to collect belongings. ) 
Rising): Okay, we'll go. (Enter 


FRANK 
Cor with Cutty WILLY. 

Cor: Nobody’s going any place until 
you answer a few questions. 

Crimiy Winiy: Frank, tell this officer 
I am not a juvenile delinquent! 

AuL: Willy! What’s the matter? 

Cor: So you know this character, do 
you? He told me you would vouch 
for him, but unless you can do some 
pretty talking I'll take the 
whole crowd of you downtown. 

FRANK: What’s the charge, Officer? 

Cop: 


last 


Vandalism! Pure, outrageous 


vandalism. If you have anything 
to say for this young punk, speak up. 

VetMA: What happened, Willy? 

FRANK: Willy doesn’t even work here 

He quit. 

Cumziy Winry: Oh, if [ only had quit, 
Frank. But after I left you, I got 
to thinking of how I had let you 

well, I had a 


change of heart. Anyhow, I went 


any more, Officer. 
down. So, guess | 


out to that place on Ocean Terrace. 
The lady was a little surprised to see 





me so early. But I explained how 
I always liked to get my act set up 
before the party started, so she told 
me to come in and I started to show 
her my trick with the sponges. 

Cor: Some trick, I’d say! 

Frank: But, Officer, it was all in fun 
and perfectly harmless. 

Cop: If that’s your idea of fun, Buster, 
I’m not laughing. 

Cutty Witty: Neither am I[, Frank. 
It was awful. I started to show her 
how I dripped the seaweed around 
and squeezed a little water out of 
these sponges, when, holy catfish! 
It was just as if Boulder Dam broke 
loose. Before I knew what was hap- 
pening, we were up to our ankles in 
water. Water everywhere. It came 
down from the ceiling and out of the 
walls just like a sprinkler system. 

Cop: Fortunately, I was right in front 
of the house and when the lady 
screamed and this young vandal 
came tearing out of the house, I 
grabbed him. 

Cumty Witty: Tell him, tell him, 
Frank. 

Frank: Tell him what? 

Cuity Wiuxy: Tell him I didn’t do 
it. Tell him I couldn’t have done it. 
Tell him it’s only a little trick — a 
sort of joke. 

Frank: It’s no joke, Willy. We're in 
trouble. (Enter two girls with a 
woman. Both girls are crying. The 
woman is furious. All wear scarves 
on their heads.) 

Mrs. Marsue: So this is the place! 
This is Haunts for Hire. Thank 
goodness, there’s an officer in the 
place. 

Vetma: Please, lady, who are you? 


Mrs. Marsie: My name doesn’t 
matter in a case like this, but I’ll 
be glad to tell this officer who I am. 
I am Mrs. Mabelline Marble, and 
these are my daughters. 

Cor: What’s the trouble, ma’am? 

Mrs. Marsue: I want these young 
people arrested, Officer. They are 
a menace to the community. 

Cor: Have they flooded your property? 

Mrs. Marste: I don’t know anything 
about a flood, but when I tell you 
my story, I know you will put them 
in jail where they can’t do any more 
damage. 

Cor: Let’s have your story, ma’am. 
Suppose we start with your address. 

Mrs. Marsie: We live in Oak Heights 
— 328 Oak Lane. My daughters 
were giving a Halloween party and 
about an hour ago, a young enter- 


tainer showed up from this agency. 
Vetma: But we didn’t send anyone to 
that address, Mrs. Marble. 
Mrs. MaArsie (Producing card from 


handbag): Here is your card. 
young man gave it to me. 

Cor: What did this young man look 
like, ma’am? 

Mrs. Marsuz: I can’t tell you exactly, 
Officer. He wore a mask. 

Warprose Mistress: Was he wearing 
any sort of costume? I’d know if 
it was one of ours. 

Mrs. Marsue: He wore a long, white 
coat like a barber’s coat. In fact, he 
called himself The Demon Barber 
of Death Valley. 

Mary (Crying): He said he would give 
Halloween Hairdos to our guests. 

Mo ty (Crying): We thought it would 
be something different. 

Mrs. Marsie: It was different all 


The 











right. The girls were tickled with 
the idea, so he said he’d start with us. 

Giris: And now, just look at us! See 
what he did! (They strip off the 
scarves from their heads. Both girls, 
who should have short haircuts, have 
brushed their hair straight up and 
sprayed it with hair spray so it stands 
on end. The mother wears a_skin- 
colored bathing cap which makes her 
look bald. Gasps and cries of astonish- 
ment from all.) 

Cop: I’ll take the lot of them down to 
the station, ma’am. You can come 
along and prefer charges. 

FRANK: But, Officer, please! We're 
doing this for our Dramatie Club. 
We've never been in 
before, honest! 
for card) 
father. 


trouble 
(Reaches in pocket 
Please, at least call my 
He’s a lawyer. Here — 
here is his card. (Hands it to Cop) 
Cop (Looking at card): What’s this? 
More of your jokes? “A.F. of G.!”’ 
Amalgamated Federation of Ghosts! 


any 


Now you come along with me, young 
man. 

FRANK (Seizing card): That’s it! That’s 
it! 

Cop: That’s what? 
talking about? 

FRANK: That’s it, kids. 


What are you 

We've been 
framed! It’s the A.F. of G. at work! 

Ve_mMa: That man said we’d be sorry 
if we didn’t join. 

Caru: You’re right, Frank. The Feder- 
ation has pulled these tricks on us. 

Bony: I knew he was a shady charac- 
ter. 

WARDROBE Mistress: Gave me goose- 
bumps, he did! 

FRANK: Man, oh, man! If only we knew 
how to get in touch with that guy. 


Ve_ma: Let me see that card. (Takes 
it from FRANK and reads it) No ad- 
dress! No phone number! Wait — 
wait a minute. See here — on the 
other side. 

FRANK (Leaning over): What does it 
say? 

VeuMA (Reading): It says 
change your mind, whistle! 

Bony: What a joker! 

Car: Do you suppose he means that? 

FRANK: Only one way to find out. 
Officer, please, blow that whistle 
like blue blazes! Come on, gang, all 
together! One! Two! Three! (There 
ts a powerful whistle; the lights go out 
anc when they come on again, the 
REPRESENTATIVE 7s standing center 
stage, smiling and rubbing his hands 
in an obsequious fashion.) 

REPRESENTATIVE (Bowing to FRANK): 
You sent for me, sir? 

FRANK (Pointing): There, Officer, there 
is your man! This is the guy you’re 
looking for. 

Car.: He’s responsible for that cracked 
swimming pool and Chilly Willy’s 
flood. 

Mrs. Marsue: He’s not the man who 
gave us those awful haircuts. 

REPRESENTATIVE: Of course not, Mrs. 
Marble. I never go out on jobs in 
person, but I assure you, it was one 
of our staff. 

Cop: So you admit it? 

REPRESENTATIVE: I claim full credit, 
in the name of the Federation, of 
course. 

Harry: What about my head? 
you responsible for that, too? 

REPRESENTATIVE: When a man has 
two heads, my friend, it is a good 
thing to share the responsibility 


if you 


Are 





with someone else. Yes, I can also 
claim credit for that remarkable 
manifestation on Pleasant Hill Road. 
Bony: And the mummy out at Mrs. 
Vandermeer’s place? 
REPRESENTATIVE: Just one more mod- 
est service of the A.F. of G. 
Warprose Mistress: There, you see, 
Officer, you have a complete con- 
fession. 
Cop: I don’t get it. 
here? 
REPRESENTATIVE: Just a little conflict, 
the and the 
These young people, 
ridiculous Haunts for 
Hire and their bag of parlor tricks, 
have muscled in on a legitimate 


What's going on 


sir, between natural 
supernatural. 


with their 


business reserved for spooks only. In 
other words, they are operating out- 
side of their own territory and the 
Federation won't stand for it. 

FRANK: You mean we are taking work 
away from regular ghosts? 

REPRESENTATIVE: Exactly! Every 
ghost and goblin, every witch and 
banshee, every haunt and horror in 
this area is up in arms against you. 

CuiLtty WIiLiy: I say a real spook is 
welcome to my job any time he 
wants it. 


REPRESENTATIVE: That’s a very sen- 
sible viewpoint, Willy, and I only 
Wish your associates were as reason- 
able. 


As it is, they are operating 
without a license, so the Federation 
is closing them down. 

Cop: What’s all this talk about Fed- 
erations and licenses? I came here 
to investigate a charge of property 
damage and that’s what I’m going 
to do. (Jo Representative) If 
you say you’re responsible for this 


carrying on, then you'll have to 
come along with me. 

REPRESENTATIVE: One minute, Officer. 
I think I can save you a lot of time 
and trouble. (Jo Frank) If I in- 
terpreted your distress signal cor- 
rectly, Haunts for Hire is ready to 
join the A.F. of G. 

Frank: What we do? If 
you don’t close us down, the police 
will. What must we do? How much 
dues must we pay? 

REPRESENTATIVE: That’s all you hu- 
man beings think about. Money! 
Money! Money! It’s our professional! 
reputation that is at stake. We can’t 
have our Happy Haunting Grounds 
invaded by a bunch of imposters! 

FraNK: You mean you want us to go 


else can 


out of business entirely? 
REPRESENTATIVE: Of course not. 
(Pointing to phones) You have plenty 
of good connections. We could use 
them. We also like your nice, warm 
office. It’s snug and dry, no damp- 
ness, no mildew, no 
Quite different from our 
own headquarters. And we also 
like your staff. This lady (/ndicating 
WakprosBe Mistress) is very handy 
with the We have any 
number of shrouds she could fix up 
for us. And this fellow (/ndicating 
CARL) is a genius with his recording 
machine. We have some sound 
effects of our own that I am sure 
he could handle very nicely for us. 
Yes, all in all, I think we could do 
business together. 
FRANK: Do business together? 
REPRESENTATIVE: But naturally. 
When you join the Federation, we'll 
be partners, subject to the same 


mould, ho 
worms! 


needle. 





You let us 
use some of your equipment, and 


rules and regulations. 


we'll teach you some of our better 
tricks. You do the booking and the 
billing, and we’ll take care of the 
haunting. 

Car: Sounds good to me, boss. Let’s 
sign up. 

Veuma: I’m afraid, Frank. 
me nervous. 


He makes 


{EPRESENTATIVE: Nonsense, my dear 
young lady. You'll like taking dic- 
tation from me, and I'll teach you 
how to do it in invisible ink. 

Bony: What do you say, Frank? 

Frank: How do we know they won’t 
get 
police? 

REPRESENTATIVE: The A.F. of G. is a 
reputable organization, young man. 


us into more trouble with the 


When you play by our rules, we 

If 
vou don’t believe me, pick up your 
telephone. 

Frank: Haunts for Hire. Franken- 
stein speaking. Who? Oh, ves, ves, 


play by yours. (Phone rings.) 


he’s here. Officer, it’s for you. 

Cop (At phone): Sergeant Brown speak- 
ing. Who? Oh, yes, yes, ma’am. 
Well, now, I’m mighty glad to hear 
that. (Hand over phone) It’s the 
lady from Ocean Terrace. Says the 
water’s completely disappeared from 
her house. (At phone) How about 

(Pause) Well, now, 

that’s hard to believe. 


the damages? 
Everything 
dry as a bone, you say, and not a 
No, ho, 
I haven’t done anything with the 
boy. Very well, ma’am. I’ll dismiss 
the charge, if you say so. Thank 
vou for calling. Good-bye. (Hangs 
To Cutty Witty) Well, 


mark or stain to be seen. 


up. 
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there’s a break for you, son. The 


lady withdraws all charges. Says 
there’s no damage at all. 

Cumty Witty: Gee, thanks, Officer. 
Thanks a lot. 

{EPRESENTATIVE: Better thank me, 
Willy. Thank me and the A.F. of G. 
I just wanted to prove to you that 
we spooks can operate within the 
law. 

Mrs. Marsie: What about me? What 
about me and my daughters? Can 
you undo the mischief you have done 
us? 

REPRESENTATIVE: Why, beautiful lady. 
No harm was ever intended to you 
or your charming daughters. (Drapes 

their Just step 

out into the hallway and look at 

You'll 
see a real transformation has taken 
place. 

Girus: Hurry, Mother. Hurry. 

Mrs. Marsie (As_ they 
Dear me! I do feel something very 


scarves over he ads ) 


yourselves in the mirror. 


rush out 
unusual stirring in the atmosphere. 
(As Mrs. MARBLE and her daughters 
exit, a MESSENGER Boy enters with 
a box. ) 

MESSENGER: Special messenger service 
for Haunts for Hire. 

Vevma: I'll take it. 

MessENGER: I can hardly make out 
the address, ma’am, but I think it 
says, Headless Harry. 

Harry: That’s for me. Let me have it. 
(Opens package) Why, it’s my head! 
They’ve sent back my head. (Dis- 
plays pumpkin in box) And look, 
here’s a note. (Reads) To whom it 
may concern: Enclosed find regular 
fee for the most unusual and clever 
entertainment at Hal- 


my son’s 





loween party. The animated head 
was simply astounding, and all of us 
were delighted, especially after we 
realized our furnishings were un- 
damaged in the performance. Please 
feel free to call on us for testimonials 
of your outstanding service. We will 
certainly recommend you to our 
friends. Very truly yours, etc., ete. 
Well, that fixes that. I suppose your 
Federation did this, Mr. A.F. of G. 

REPRESENTATIVE (Modestly): Just the 
sort of service we give our members. 

MerssENGER: Oh, I almost forgot. I 
ran into a lady downstairs who was 
on her way up here. She says to 
thank you for your prompt service 
in removing the mummy case from 
her front hall. It didn’t make much 
sense to me, but she seemed to know 
what she was talking about. 

FRANK (Tipping MESSENGER): It 
makes good sense to us all right, and 
thanks. 

MESSENGER: You're welcome, 
thank you, sir. (Frits) 

Bony: There’s just one thing that 
worries me, Boss. 

FRANK: What’s that, Bony? 

Bony: That cracked swimming pool. 

REPRESENTATIVE: Forget it, my boy. 
Forget it! Once you have signed on 
the dotted line (Produces contract 
from brief case) your worries are over. 

Frank: Where do we sign? 

REPRESENTATIVE (Putting contract on 
desk and handing pen to FRANK): 
Right here, sir. (Hach character signs 
in turn.) There you are! And 
welcome to the Amalgamated Fed- 
eration of Ghosts! (He and FRANK 
shake hands.) Now that you are all 
members in good standing, I should 


and 


say we are open for business under 
new management. And this time 
you'll be operating under the Good 
House-Haunting Seal of Approval! 

Cop (Scratching his head): Say, [ still 
don’t get this. Are you kids serious? 

REPRESENTATIVE: Haunting houses is 
a serious business, Officer. What 
‘an we do for you? 

Cop: Well, the boys down at the sta- 
tion are getting up a party tomorrow 
night. I was thinking it might be a 
good idea to throw a scare into them 

- nothing serious, you know, but 
- well — just for kicks. 

FraNK: We could let you have Chilly 
Willy or Headless Harry here. 

Bony: What about me? I’d love to 
haunt a station house. 

REPRESENTATIVE: Child’s play! Child’s 
play! Nothing but the best for our 
men in blue. You forget there’s 
no limit to what you can do now 
that you belong to the A.F. of G. 
Come over here, sir, and take a look 
at our catalogue. (Moves to table 
with Cor where they look at catalogue.) 
Now here’s something very special 

— The Hangman’s Holiday. Or, 
we could rig up a nice floating corpse 
‘bathed in blue light. He’ll float 
right through the air and disappear 
in a puff of smoke. 

Cop: Gee! I think the boys would go 
for that. (Phones start ringing.) 

REPRESENTATIVE: Answer that, please, 
Frank, will you? Velma, your order 
book, please. 

FRANK (At one phone after the other): 
Haunts for Hire, Frankenstein 
speaking. (Curtain.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 44) 





No Treat for Gilbert 


by Paul S. McCoy 


Characters 

Carou Piper, a high school girl 

Ross Hiaarns, Carol’s date 

MapbcGe Pirrer, Carol’s mother 

GILBERT Piper, Carol’s father 

PAULINE VERMILLION, the wife of Gil- 
bert’s employer 

Time: Early on Halloween evening. 

SetTTinG: The Pipers’ living room. 

Ar Rise: The stage is unoccupied. 
After a pause, the sound of hurried 
footsteps is heard offstage. The center 
door suddenly opens. GILBERT PIPER 

He slams the 
door behind him and rushes onstage. 

GILBERT (Loudly): Madge! Oh, Madge! 
(His voice rises.) 


enters, seeming upset. 


Madge, where are 
you? 

Manece (From offstege left): Is that you, 
Gilbert? 

GILBERT: You know it is. 
Prrer enters from left. 
a smart evening frock.) 

MapGe (As she sees GILBERT): It’s 
time you were home, Gilbert. You’re 
late tonight. 

GILBERT (Hxcitedly): Late? Of course 
I’m late! I’ve never been so late in 
my life. And of all times 

MancGe (Preaks in soothingly): Relax, 
Gilbert. 

GILBERT: 


(MADGE 


She wears 


Relax? 


Madge Piper, do 
you know what happened to me? 

Mapce: You look as thougk you’d been 
chased by the F. B. I. 


GILBERT (Starts to remove his suitcoat): 
When I left the office and reached 
the parking lot, what do you think 
I found? 

Mapce: A traffie ticket? 

GILBERT (Fumes): No, but some hood- 
lum had let the air out of my two 
front tires. I’d just like to get my 
hands on 

MapcGe: Never mind, Gilbert. 
all, this zs Halloween. 

GILBERT (Throws his suitcoat 
back of divan): It took me an hour 
to get help — one solid hour! (Faces 
Mapce.) Madge, do you realize 
that you and I have a dinner en- 
gagement at the country club to- 
night? 

Mange: Of course. 

GILBERT: Do you realize we're to be 
the guests of my boss and his wife? 

Mapce: Gilbert, for goodness’ sake 

GILBERT: I’ve already been delayed 
sixty minutes. I’m not even dressed. 
(He begins to loosen his tie.) 

MapcGe (Steps to GILBERT): 
that’s enough. 


After 


over 


Gilbert, 

Our dinner date 
with Mr. and Mrs. Vermillion isn’t 
until eight o’clock. Now sit down 
and relax. (Pushes him 
dian.) 

Gi_Bert: I haven’t time to sit around. 

ManceE (Again pushes GILBERT back 
onto divan): Yes, you have. Any- 
way, you don’t even need to drive 


towards 





your car to the club. Mrs. Vermillion 
herself is picking us up. 

GitBert (Sfartled): Mrs. Vermillion? 

MapcGe (Nods calmly): She phoned a 
few minutes ago. 
a conference. 
the club. 
him there. 

GILBERT: Doesn’t Pauline Vermillion 
think I’m capable of driving my own 


car? 


Her husband has 
He'll go directly to 
The three of us will meet 


Mapce: If she could see you now, she’d 
think you weren’t capable of driving 
a kiddie car. 

GILBERT (Relaxes but still 
speaks with Listen, 
Madge, this is the most important 
night of my life. If we turn up late, 
old Jonathan Bradford Vermillion 


slightly, 
emphasis) : 


will probably give this promotion to 
somebody else in the office. 
Mance: Gilbert, you’re simply work- 


ing yourself into a nervous state. 
You certainly don’t look like a rising 
and aggressive business executive at 
the moment. You should be thankful 
that neither J. B. nor Pauline Ver- 
million is around. (Pats his shoulder 
soothingly.) Now just lie down a few 
minutes. I'll call you in plenty of 
time. (She sifs in chair and thumbs 
through magazine. GILBERT stretches 
out on couch momentarily, then sits 
up suddenly.) 

GILBERT: Madge — 

MancGe (Glances up): Yes? 

GILBERT: My tuxedo! 

Mapce: What about your tuxedo? 

GILBERT: Is it back from the cleaners? 

Mapnace: Of course. 

GILBERT: Do you realize it’s the only 
thing I own that’s proper for this 
occasion? I tremble to think what 


J. B. would say if I showed up at 
his ritzy club wearing any old suit. 
He’s very proper, you know. 
Mapce (Patiently): Yes, darling, I 
realize it. Ross Higgins 
brought your suit by this afternoon. 
GILBERT: Ross Higgins? Why should 
he be dragging my tuxedo all over 
town? 


(Pause) 


He’s supposed to be taking 
a workout with the high school foot- 
ball team. 

MapeGe (With an amused smile): Ross 

wants to make a good impression on 

vou, Gilbert. You know very well 
he’s taking Carol to the Halloween 
dance tonight. 

GILBERT (With affected dignity): 1 did 
not know he was taking our daughter 
any place. Nobody 
keeps me posted on events around 
this house. If Carol started dating 
the King of Siam, I’d be the last 
to know. 

Mapee (Calmly): Turn over and take 
a nap, Gilbert. (GiLBEerT lies back 
on divan. CAROL PIPER breezes noisily 
into room from left. CAaRoL is a 
popular and vivacious high school stu- 


dent. Her 


informal. 


(Dramatically) 


outfit is modern and 

She carries a transparent 
envelope which contains a corsage.) 

Caro.: Happy Halloween! 

ManGe (Smiles at Caro): Carol, dear! 

CAROL Mapce): Mother, 
you forgot your corsage. 

MapncGe (Suddenly rises): Goodness! | 
left it in the refrigerator, didn’t I? 

Carou (Af favle): Vil pin it on you. 

GILBERT (Fumes): It’s probably seven 


(Turns to 


o’clock right now. 

Mapce (Jo Giteert): Gilbert, for 
goodness’ sake! (CAROL pins corsage 
on MApGr’s dress.) 











GILBERT (With attempted dramatics): 
I’m sure it doesn’t interest my wife 
and daughter that this could be the 
greatest evening in my life. 

MapcGe: Yes, dear, it does. But we've 

heard it all before. (As though quoting 

statement) An 
opening has developed in your office. 


an often-repeated 


You are one of several who is being 
And 
Vermillion, 
invites you and me to the country 


considered for the position. 
now your boss, J. B. 
club for dinner. It may mean that 
you have been selected for the job. 
And if so, the announcement will 
doubtless be made tonight. 
GILBERT: Then why isn’t everybody 
in this house as excited as I am? 
MapncGe (Drily): lf we were, the roof 
would fall in. 
Carou. (Turns to Gitpert): I’m ex- 
cited. 
GILBERT: Well, it’s about time. 
Caro: I mean, I’m excited because 
Ross Higgins is taking me to a 
Halloween dance. 
GILBERT (Groans): That! Only that! 
Caro. (To GiLpert): It’s a costume 
affair. We go at nine o’clock. 
GitBertT (Points at Carou’s outfit): 
Don’t tell me that’s the 
Caro: Of not, I 
(Suddenly) 
you can do something for me. 


costume. 
haven't 
Father, 
(She 
picks up the two masks from the table.) 
GiLBert: All | want to do is put on 
my suit! 
Carou (Indicates 
select the mask I'll wear. 


course 


changed yet. 


You 
I’m sup- 
(CAROL 


places one of the masks in front of her 


masks): can 


posed to make a choice. 


face. GILBERT groans.) 


like it? (She removes the 


Don’t you 
mask.) 


Mapce (7o Carou): At the moment, 
darling, I can’t think of anything 
that your father does like. 

Carnot (To Gitpert): Maybe you'll 
approve of this one. (She places the 
other mask before her face.) 

CGitBert (7’o Caro): You look like a 
misplaced refugee from outer space. 

Caro: Ross is going to wear the mask 
I don’t She 


SE cond mask. ) 


select. removes th 


GILBERT (Sfoutly): There ought to be 
a law against those faces. 

Caro: But Father, this is Halloween. 
We are supposed to wear something. 

Gitpert: I have to get dressed, too. 

Mapce (7o Gitpertr): Your tuxedo 
is hanging in the downstairs closet. 
It’s still in the cleaners’ bag. 

GILBERT (Crosses to left): If they 
haven’t done a decent job on it 
(He breaks off as the doorbell rings 
offstage.) Now, who’s that? (MapGrE 

HIGGINS 


opens center door. Ross 


appears at doorway. Ross is a 
friendly, energetic and muscular young 


At the 


pirate’s outfit.) 


man. moment he 


wears a 
Caro. (Surprised and pleased): Ross! 
GILBERT (Sees Ross, groans): Oh, no! 
My 


it 7s Ross Higgins. 


MapGe (Regains her composure): 


goodness, it 
Ross (Amused, as he swaggers into the 
Your vour life! 
(He pretends to cover them with an 


room): money or 
imaginary gun.) 

Caro. (7'o Ross. as she ste ps forward 

to greet him): Honestly, that cos- 

tume is a sensation. 


Mapce: | the 


dance wasn’t until nine o’clock. 


thought Halloween 
Ross (Grins easily): Don’t mind me. 


I’m just early by a few hours. 





GiLBert (Suddenly): Well, I’m not 
early! (Shouts) Where’s my tuxedo, 
I say? Somebody bring me my 
tuxedo! (GILBERT rushes to center.) 

Caro. (70 Mapce): Get it for him, 
Mother, before he blows out the win- 
dows. 

Ross (To GILBERT): You seem a little 
upset, Mr. Piper. 

GILBERT (With dignity): I am_ nol 
upset. I’m as calm as Niagara Falls. 

Caro (Jo Ross): Mother and Father 
are having dinner with the Ver- 
millions tonight. 

Ross (Impressed, 
GILBERT): J. 


as to 
the 


(GIL- 


he speaks 
B. Vermillion, 


president of your company? 
BERT nods.) 

Caro (To Ross): Father thinks Mr. 
Vermillion will offer him a promo- 
tion. 

Ross (To GrtBert): Congratulations, 


sir. 

Carot (To Ross): 
cinched the job yet. 
manding man. 

GILBERT (Emphatically): And so’s his 
wife! 

Ross: I believe I saw something in 
the paper about Mr. Vermillion. 
Hasn’t he established a fund for un- 
derprivileged children? 

Caro: Mr. Vermillion plans to build 
a clubhouse for the youth of the 
city. He thinks that a lot of adults 
are neglecting the younger genera- 
tion. 

GritBert: It’s his pet project. And 
believe me, you don’t joke about it. 

Carou (Jo GitBert): Father, what’s 
the slogan Mr. Vermillion uses in his 
drive for funds? 

GiLBErt: His slogan? (With reverence.) 


Father hasn't 
J. B. is a de- 
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It’s “Treat Every Child the Way 
You Would Treat Your Own.” 

Ross (Repeats the slogan): ‘Treat 
Every Child the Way You Would 
Treat Your Own.” (To GILBERT.) 
Not bad advice, is it, Mr. Piper? 

Caro. (Amused): At the moment 
Father is not in the mood for any- 
body’s advice. 

Mapnce (Enters from left. She carries 
the garment bag from the cleaners, 
inside of which is an article of 
clothing): Here you are, Gilbert. 

GILBERT (Plunges to Mapce): Let me 
have it (He snatches bag from 
Mance and begins to tear off the 
paper protection.) 

Caro. (To Ross): I really didn’t ex- 
pect you so early. I hope you won't 
mind waiting until I’ve changed. 
(GILBERT suddenly breaks in with a 
bellow. The exposed apparel is nol 
GILBERT'S sutt, bul a woman's short 
coal. As GILBERT yells, the others 
turn swiftly toward him. 
swings around) Father! 

Mance (Above GiILBert’s roar): Gil- 
bert, what on earth’s the matter? 

GILBERT (Lnraged, as he holds up the 
hanger): Look! Look! 

Ross (With a violent start): Mr. Piper! 

Manos (Equally amazed): Gilbert, that 
isn’t your suit! (GriBerr trembles 
uith rage.) 

Caro. (Horrified): A woman's coat! 

GILBERT (Quietly, but menacingly) : Ross 
Higgins, you delivered this from the 
cleaners! 

Ross (In panic): But sir, I I asked 
for your suit. They gave me a 
garment bag. So I took it for granted 
that it contained — 

GILBERT (Roars) : Oh, you did, did you? 


As CAROL 





You’re not supposed to take any- 
thing for granted! 

toss (Backs away slightly): But, sir — 

GILBERT (Cuts in): Stop shouting at 
me! 

Mapce (To Griipert): Gilbert, they 
must have given Ross the wrong bag. 

GitBeRrT: And what am I expected to 
do — wear this instead of a suit? 
And maybe I should pin a flower 
on my undershirt! 
ruined! 


I’m ruined — 


Caro. (To GriBert): Ross will go 
after your suit. 

Ross: Of course, sir — 

GitBert (70 Ross): You’d better go 
after my suit! 

Ross: Yes, sir. (Hesitates uneasily) 
Of course, if the cleaners shouldn’t 
be open 

Gitpert: Then break down the door 

tear in the wall (He takes a 
step toward Ross.) 

toss (Backs away): Ull do my best, sir. 

MancGe (Hastily, to Ross): You can go 
out the back way, Ross. It’s closer. 

GitBert (70 Ross, as he takes another 
menacing step forward): And don’t 
you dare come back until 

Ross (Frightened): Yes, sir! 
turns, then dashes off left.) 

Carnot (7o Gitperr): If it 
costume affair, Mother or I could 
lend you something. 

Gitserr (Dryly): A stole and a pair 
of earrings, no doubt! 

MapcGe (7'0 GiLBert): Gilbert, get up- 
stairs. As soon as Ross returns, [’ll 
bring the suit up to you. 

Caro: You still have plenty of time. 

GILBERT: | haven’t plenty of time. 
(With trembling fingers he begins to 
unbutton his shirt.) J. B. Vermillion 


(Ross 


was a 


was the inventor of punctuality. 
When somebody’s late to the office 
and J. B. starts glaring at his watch, 
it means another termination slip 
in the pay envelope — (7'o Mapae, 
as he starts to pull off his shirt.) If 
Madge, you 
might as well call the relief agency. 
(GiLBeERt jerks off his shirt. He exits 
left.) 
Carou (To MapGe): Father’s at 
boiling point. 


we’re late for dinner, 


the 


MapGe: You really can’t blame him. 
And if Ross doesn’t get his suit 
(She breaks off at sound of doorhe ll 
off center.) That was the doorbell. 

Caron (Nods): Probably some young- 
sters, out for Halloween trick or 
treat. 

MapcGe (Hurriedly): Then get rid of 
them, Carol. (Quickly she crosses 


to divan, gathers up the woman’s 
coat, together with GiLBERT’s suit- 
I haven’t 
any treats, and I don’t want another 
trick 
enough Halloween excitement for a 
(Swiflly Carou gathers 
up the torn garment bag from floor.) 
Carot (Moves to Mapas, hands her 
the torn bag): Here, take this with 
you. 
MapGe (Almost overloaded): Open the 
(The doorbell 
Caron rushes to right. 
She opens door to library. MAapGE 
hurriedly follows Caron.) And tell 
those delinquents at the door to keep 
away from this house or I — Uli 
them a present of Gilbert! 
(MADGE exits at right. Caron rushes 
upstage to center door. 


coat, his hat and necktie.) 
tonight. I’ve already had 


generation. 


library door for me. 
rings again. 


make 


1s she reaches 


door, she notices the two JTalloween 





masks on table. Hurriedly she picks 
up a mask, places it in front of her 
face. As she throws open the door, she 
begins to shout before she sees the 
visitor.) 

Caro (With a piercing yell): Get away 
from here or I’ll — (She breaks off 
with a horrified gasp. At doorway 
stands PAULINE VERMILLION, a dig- 
nified, elegantly attired woman of 
sixty. She's majestic, domineering 
and imposing, but as she sees CAROL, 
her stately attitude collapses. She 
shrieks violently. Caro, in equal 
terror, snatches off the mask.) Mrs. 
Vermillion! 

PAULINE (Groans, as she steadies her- 
self on doorway): Oh, oh! 

Caro. (Wildly tosses mask onto table, 
rushes to PAULINE): Oh, my good- 
ness! 

PAULINE (Gazes weakly at Caro.): 
You’re Carol Piper. 

Carnot (Takes PAvuLine by the arm, 
carefully pulls her through center door- 
way): Of course I am, Mrs. Ver- 
million. 

PavuLinE (Still stunned): I’m sure I’ve 
never come face to face with — 
with anything quite like that. 

CaroL (Greatly embarrassed): I do 
apologize, Mrs. Vermillion. (Caroi 
closes center door as PAULINE, sway- 
ing slightly, moves down left.) 

PauuineE: I doubt that I’ll ever be 
quite the same. 

Caro.: It’s just that I thought you 
were someone else. It’s Halloween, 
you know. 

Pavu.ine: Indeed, I know it now. (She 
sinks weakly into chair, places her 
party purse in chair beside her.) 

Caro.: I thought you were some of the 


neighborhood children, out for trick 
or treat. 

PAULINE: No doubt you meant well, 
my dear. (Pause) But please, don’t 
ever try that again. 

MapnGe (Loudly, as she enters from 
right): Carol, I hope you told that 
stupid character at the door that — 
(She breaks off in horror as she sees 
PAULINE.) Oh! 

PAULINE (Smiles 
Piper 

MapGe (Stunned, as she gazes at 
PauLingE): Mrs. Vermillion! 

PavuLINE: My dear, you needn’t act so 
startled. After all, J’m not wearing 
a Halloween mask. 

Caro. (Attempts to explain to MapGer): 
You see, Mother, when I went to 
the door — 

Mance (Briefly, to Carou): Never 
mind. (She continues to gaze in 
panic at PAULINE.) Mrs. Vermillion, 
I didn’t expect you to — (She breaks 
off.) 

PAULINE: You didn’t expect me to ar- 
rive so early? (Pointedly) I’m sure 
it would have been safer, if I hadn’t. 
(Smiles slightly) But it seems I was 
mixed up on the hour. I told you 
that dinner at the club was set for 
eight o’clock. But dear J. B. just 
phoned. He insists our reservations 
are for seven o’clock. 

Mance (Horrified): Seven o’clock? 

PautinE (Jo Mapue): I told J. B. 
I’d call you, but he was opposed to 
the idea. J. B. said you’d both be 
ready hours ahead of time, con- 
sidering the importance of this en- 
gagement. Anyway, according to 
J. B., your husband is always so 
punctual. That’s one of the reasons 


with effort): Mrs. 





that J. B. has decided to — (She 
breaks off with a_ significant little 
laugh.) But you'll know more about 
that later this evening, Mrs. Piper. 

Carot (Openly alarmed, as she takes 
a step forward and speaks to PAuL- 
INE): Do you mean that Mr. Ver- 
million is already at the club? 

Pauutne (70 Caro): He'll be there 
by the time your parents and I ar- 
rive. (She turns to ManGe.) J. B. 
is attending a meeting to raise funds 
for underprivileged children. But of 
course your husband has told you 
all about the campaign. (Proudly) 
I helped dear J. B. compose the slo- 
gan, “Treat Every Child the Way 
You Would Treat Your Own.’ 
(Beams) Doesn’t it simply shake 
you? 

Mapce (Jo Pavuiine): I’m certainly 
shaken at the moment. 


Pavuuine (Glances briefly around the 
room): Your husband 7s ready, I pre- 


sume? (There is a pause. Both 
MapcGe and Caro. attempt to hide 
their panic.) 

Mance (At last speaks to PAULINE): 
Well, he’s ready — in a way. 
(Weakly.) That is, loosely speaking. 

Carout (Suddenly turns to Manar, 
speaks significantly): Mother, I'd 
better watch at the back door. (She 
moves left.) 

PAULINE (Questioningly, to Caro.): 
The back door, did you say? 

Carou (Pauses, turns to PAULINE with 
a nervous smile): I have to look for 
somebody who’d better be coming 
up the alley — and quick! (She 
swiftly exits at left.) 

Pavuuine (70 Mapas, after a startled 
pause): Really, Mrs. Piper, isn’t 


your daughter acting a bit — well, 
a bit odd? 

Mapce: Tonight it seems to run in 
our family. 

PAULINE: Shall we be on our way? 
(But MapGeE doesn’t move. PAUL- 
INE is slightly annoyed.) Mrs. Piper, 
didn’t you hear me? (Pause) Is 
something the matter? 

Mapce (With effort): It’s just that I 
don’t think Gilbert would want to 
walk into the club in his present 
condition. 

PAuLINE (A bit coolly): Really? But 
I was led to believe that Mr. Piper 
was the most dependable member of 
my husband’s organization. 

MapGe (Desperately): He is! But just 
now he — (Breaks off) I mean, I 
told him that you wouldn’t be along 
until — (Breaks off again) That is, 
when he opened the bag — (Utterly 
confused) Oh, dear! 

PAULINE (Annoyed): I’m afraid I don’t 
understand you, Mrs. Piper. 

Mapce: But he — (Breaks off, tries 
again): It’s just that I think you 
and Mr. Vermillion would feel more 
comfortable if Gilbert and I drove 
out to the club a little later. 

PAULINE (Startled): Later? 

Mapce: I’m certain poor Gilbert would 
feel a lot more comfortable. 

PauLINE: Mrs. Piper! 
gesting that — 

MapnceE (Cuts in breathlessly): Gilbert 
and I will be along as soon as certain 
things show up. 

PAULINE: Are you trying to say that 
Mr. Piper is not yet ready to ac- 
company me to the club? 

Mapce: But he didn’t think you’d 
be along until later. 


Are you sug- 





PAULINE (With cool dignity): Really, 
Mrs. Piper, that has nothing to do 
with it. In my husband’s organiza- 
tion, every employee is expected to 
be ready to snap to attention at the 
drop of a hat. 

Mance: But this is more than just a 
hat. (Pleads) Please, Mrs. Vermil- 
lion, it isn’t that Gilbert doesn’t 
want to go. He has been talking 
about it from the moment he got 
home. (Emphatically) You have no 
idea how he’s been talking! 

PavuLINE (Slowly and _ significantly): 
Mrs. Piper, I’m afraid my husband 
isn’t going to like this. 

Mance: I don’t like it, either, and 
neither does Gilbert. 

PAavULINE (Rises, leaving her purse on 
chair): Very well. I seem to have 
but one course of action. I shall 


drive to the club alone. (Pointedly) 
But I have a feeling that my husband 


will be most unsympathetic. 
moves up center.) 

MapGe: We’!! be there as soon as we 
can. 

PavuLInE (Pauses at center door, turns 
to Manag): I trust you realize the 
seriousness of this, Mrs. Piper. A 
situation such as this usually leaves 
J. B. cold. 

Manag: Believe me, Mrs. Vermillion, 
this one has certainly left Gilbert 
cold. 

PavuuinE: I am sorry, Mrs. Piper, but 
of course there is nothing more 
that I can do now. Nothing at all. 
(PAULINE exits at center. MADGE, 
stunned, gazes hopelessly at the closed 
door. Immediately GitBert calls 
from offstage left.) 


(She 


GILBERT (From off left): Madge! 
Madge! (MapGe turns toward door 
left.) If that rattle-brained Ross 
Higgins doesn’t the 
next — (GILBERT marches into the 
room from left. He has removed his 
office suit and shirt. For protection 
he has awkwardly wrapped himself 
in a large white sheet.) 

Manpce (With a violent start): Gilbert! 

GILBERT (Folds his arms, gazes defiantly 
at MapaGe): Well? 

Mance: That sheet! 

GitBert: All right, so [’m wearing a 
sheet. And I shall go on wearing 
it until — 


show up in 


Mance (Breaks in urgently): Gilbert, 
listen to me! Pauline Vermillion 
has been here and — 


GILBERT (At first pays no attention): 
I don’t care if — (He breaks off in 
sudden horror.) Pauline Vermillion! 

Mapce (Breathlessly): She came by 
to drive us to the club. There was a 
mistake about the hour, but J. B. 
was certain you’d be ready and — 

GiLBert (Almost speechless): Madge, 
is this the truth? 

MapnGeE (About to weep): I said you 
weren’t able to go yet. I promised 
we’d come on later. But Pauline 
Vermillion was terribly unhappy 
and — 

GitBert: She’s unhappy? 
groan of despair.) 
what this means? 

Mance: But Gilbert, I just couldn’t 
explain about the suit. (CARoL 
enters hurriedly from left. She carries 
a large cloth laundry bag.) 

Carou (Stops short as she sees GIL- 
BERT): Father! 


(With a 
Do you know 





' Gitpert: Yes I’m your father! Do 
you know what has happened to me 
because my tuxedo wasn’t ready? 

Caro (Attempts to break in): Father, 
please 

GILBERT (Dramatically, as he marches 
to right): Vl probably never be able 
to afford anything better than what 
I’m wearing right now! I’ve already 
lost that promotion, and I’m no 
doubt out of a job. Tomorrow, I’ll 
get a termination slip in my pay 
envelope and — (Breaks off, then 
roars.) What’s happened to that 
young idiot? 

Carou: Ross? 1! didn’t see him. I 
looked down the alley. (She turns 
to Mavce.) Wouldn’t Mrs. Vermil- 
lion wait? 

Mange: No. (Sympathetically, to Gi- 
BERT.) Gilbert, I’ll try to find Ross. 
(She moves swiftly to left.) We still 
have a chance. 

GiLBert: I won’t even have a chance 
in a free soup line! 


left.) 


(MADGE exits 


Carou (To GitBERT): I am sorry. 
GiuBert (In defeat): You'll be a lot 
sorrier 


have to wash 
dishes and scrub floors to take care of 
your starving father. 


when you 


Carou: If Ross shows up, you’ll have 
time to dress. 

I’m 
going upstairs to bed, and that’s 
where I’ll stay. Yes, you’ll get used 
to me, after you’ve seen me around 
the house like this for the next fifty 
years. 

Caro. (Exasperated, as she steps to 
GILBERT): Well, if you’re going to 
be here that long, you might as well 
get to work. (£xtends the laundry 


GiBert: I'll never dress again! 
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bag) Take this laundry bag upstairs 
with you. (GILBERT takes the bag.) 
It was on the back porch. 

Gitpert: Why didn’t you leave it 
there? 

Caro.: Halloween pranksters would 
have picked it up. 

GILBERT (Groans): I wish Halloween 
pranksters would pick me up! 

Caro: Oh, stop it, Father! Things 
will work out somehow. By the 
time Ross and I return from the 
dance, you’ll be — 

GILBERT (Suddenly): Return from the 
dance? (Grimly) Young lady, 
you’re not going to that dance. 

Caro. (Shocked): But Father — 

GILBERT: From now on, the only 
place you'll be going is to work. 
(GILBERT marches upstage to table, 
snatches up one mask from table.) 
I’m burning these idiotic masks. 

Caro: Oh, no! (GILBERT turns from 
table. The laundry bag hangs over 
his arm. He carries the mask.) 

Giupert: And you might as well put 
your fancy costume back in the 
closet. 

Mapce (Entering swiftly from left): 

(To GitBEerR?T.) He 
has your suit, Gilbert. 

GitBertT: I don’t care if he has the 
crown jewels! 

Ross (Entering from left, out of breath. 
He carries a freshly pressed tuxedo 
draped over a hanger): I have it, Mr. 
Piper. (He moves to GILBERT.) But 
I had quite a time! The manager 
was just leaving. He thought I was 
a bandit. (He extends suit to GiL- 
BERT.) But I finally convinced him 
there’d been an error. 

GILBERT (Flatly): You’re too late. 


Ross is here! 





Ross (Taken back): Too late? 

Mance (Attempts to argue): Now, Gil- 
bert — 

GILBERT (70 Ross): I wouldn’t have 
that tuxedo now if it was the last 
one on earth! 

Ross (Shocked): Mr. Piper! (The door- 
bell rings offstage.) 

GitBert (To Ross): Get it out of my 
sight! 

Caro (Breaks in desperately): Father, 
you can’t do that! 

GILBert (70 Ross): Take it away, I 
say! 

Ross (To 


GILBERT, in confusion): 


You want me to hide it? 

GiLBert: I don’t care what you do! 
Tear it to pieces — cut it to shreds! 
(GILBERT fakes a 
toward Ross.) 

MapcGe (Swiftly moves to GILBERT, 


menacing step 


grasps his arm): Gilbert, stop it! 
(Ross is thoroughly frightened. In 
panic he dodges GILBERT, then rushes 
across the stage. Carrying the tuxedo, 
he exits right. The doorbell rings 
again, this time more insistently.) 
Caro: Mother, the doorbell’s ringing. 
GILBERT (Emphatically): Who cares! 
Mapce (To Caro.): See who it is. 
(CAROL moves upstage to center door. 
MancGe and Gitpert stand at left 
of stage. GILBERT, draped in the 
sheet, carries laundry bag and mask. 
MancGeE speaks desperately to Gi.- 
BERT.) Gilbert, you have to listen 
to reason. We can still make it out 
to the club if you'll — (At that 
moment CAROL opens center 
In doorway stands PAULINE.) 
Caro, (With a gasp of amazement): 
Mrs. Vermillion! (MApDGE swings 
around with a violent start, GILBERT 


door. 


is thrown into panic. Wildly he 
slaps the mask in front of his face.) 
PAvLIneE (Still in doorway, as she speaks 
coldly to Caro): I believe I left my 
purse in here. 
room.) 


(She steps into the 
As I recall I was seated in 
that chair — (She starts to indicate 
chair down left. Then for the first 
She breaks 
For a moment 
PAULINE ts speechless. Then 
points to GitBertT with a_ slightly 
trembling finger.) What is that? 
Mapce (Weakly): Where, Mrs. Ver- 
million? 


time she sees GILBERT. 
off in sudden horror. 


she 


PAULINE (Continues to gaze at GIL- 
BERT): That horrible creature stand- 
ing at your side. (MancGE slowly 
turns to GILBERT. She makes a weak 
attempt at surprise.) 

Mapce: Well, I declare — 
PAULINE, smiles unconvincingly.) It 
must be the garbage collector. 

PavuLINE: Nonsense! 

Caro (Suddenly steps forward, speaks 
to PAULINE): But you see, Mrs. Ver- 
million, tonight is Halloween. 

PAULINE (With dignity): I’m entirely 
aware of that. 

Caro (Desperately): And we're cele- 
brating. 

PavuLine: Celebrating Halloween? 

Carou (Allempts a weak smile): You 
know — trick or treat. 
nual custom. 

MancGe (With an effort to be helpful): 
That’s right like New Year’s or 
Ground Hog Day. 


(Turns to 


It’s an an- 


(For a moment 
At last 
Then 


PAULINE makes no answer. 
GILBERT. 
slowly advances to him.) 
PAauLINe (Pauses, faces GILBERT): Put 
down that mask! 


she turns to she 


(GILBERT Ccon- 





tinues lo hold the mask before his face. 
PAULINE 7s coldly insistent.) I said 
put down that mask! 

Carou (Desperately, to PAULINE): I 
can’t see what difference it 
now, Mrs. Vermillion. 


makes 


PAULINE (Commandingly): I have 
spoken! (Then she turns once 
to GILBERT.) 


more 
Did you hear me? 
(There is another pause. GILBERT 


slowly removes the mask from his face. 


PAULINE studies GILBERT in expres- 


sionless silence. At last she speaks.) 
So it 7s you, Mr. Piper. 

GILBERT (eekly): Hello. 

PAULINE (Turns to Manage, indicates 
GILBERT): Mrs. Piper, this is your 
husband! 

MapcGe (Smiles with supreme effort): 
My goodness, it isn’t the garbage 
collector, is it? 

PauLINE (70 MapGe): Why didn’t 
you explain this to me? 

MapcGe: Explain? 

PauLINe (Nods): When I was here be- 
fore. 

GILBerT (Suddenly): Mrs. Vermillion. 
(PAULINE turns to GitBEeRT.) Hon- 
estly, you’d never have seen me in 
this condition if 

PAULINE (Cuts GILBert off): You need 
not attempt to excuse yourself, Mr. 
Piper. I understand completely. 

Carout (To PAuLIne): You see, Mrs. 
Vermillion, Father expected to be 
ready when you came by. But you 
turned up an hour early. And he 
couldn’t possibly leave until he 

PAULINE (Breaks in): I know. (Pause) 
He couldn’t leave until he had prop- 
erly fulfilled his obligation. 

MapGe (Not understanding): Obliga- 


tion? That isn’t what the man at the 
store called it. 

PAULINE (Turns to GILBERT): You took 
your obligation to heart, didn’t you, 
Mr. Piper? 

Mapnce (To PAULINE): N-no. 
it to the cleaners. 

PAULINE (Continues to face GILBERT): 


He took 


Mr. Piper, you need not continue to 
hide the facts. 
sufficient evidence 
mask, the trick-or-treat bag 


Your appearance is 
- the sheet, the 
(She 

points to laundry bag over his arm.) 
GiLBerT (Startled and puzzled): Huh? 
PAULINE (7'o GILBERT): Your arrange- 
You had of 


course planned to go out with the 


ments are obvious. 
neighborhood children tonight on 
their annual Halloween expedition. 
(For a moment the others are stunned.) 
MapGe: But Mrs. Vermillion, he 
PAULINE (Stops MADGE): Quiet, please. 
(Once to GILBERT. 
Now she begins to smile slightly.) 
You know, Mr. Piper, I feel certain 
that J. B. will approve completely. 
GILBERT (Aghast): Approve? 


more she turns 


PAULINE (Nods): As you are aware, 
J. B.’s consuming interest is in the 
development of properly supervised 
recreation for young people. That’s 
why he’s raising funds for the new 
clubhouse. And when I tell him 
that you were willing to forego an 
important dinner engagement in 
order to take your place at the head 
of neighborhood festivities (She 
breaks off, then smiles.) J. B. is 
going to be proud of you, Mr. Piper. 
(MapGe and Carou are speechless.) 

GILBERT (At last, to PavLINE): He is? 

Mapce (With a little gasp): Oh, my 


goodness! 





Carnot (Her eyes 
Father! 

PAULINE (7'0 GILBERT): If J. B. had 
any doubts as to your qualifications 
for promotion, this has indeed dis- 
pelled them. (PAULINE smiles at 
GILBERT with deep satisfaction. GiL- 
BERT is dazed.) 

Caro. (7'0 PAULINE): 
you mean that 
right? 

PauLINE (Turns to Carou): Your 
father has proved that he is a man of 
sterling character. (70 GILBERT) 
Take all the time you need with 
your Halloween activities, Mr. Piper. 
Under the circumstances, J. B. and 
I shall be entirely willing to wait at 
the club. (She steps to chair left, 
picks up her purse. Then she speaks 
to MapGe.) I'll see you later, my 
dear. (She moves upstage to center 
door, then turns. Caro., MApGE and 
GILBERT watch speechless 
stlence. She speaks to Gi.Bert.) Mr. 
Piper, you are indeed putting into 
practice that great which 
J. B. and I created — “Treat Every 
Child the Way You Would Treat 
Your Own.” (She smiles 
Congratulations! (She exits at 
center. For a moment the others stand 
in amazed silence. At last MavGr 
sinks weakly into chair. Caro drops 
onto divan. GILBERT continues to stand 
down left. Suddenly Ross enters from 
right. He still carries the tuxedo.) 

Ross (Humbly, to Gi.perr): Mr. Piper, 
I want to apologize to you for — 

GiBErRT (Suddenly takes a step toward 


suddenly bright): 


Mrs. Vermillion, 
everything’s all 


her in 


slogan 


broadly. ) 


Ross): Don’t you dare apologize! 
(Ross startled, jumps back.) 

Carou (7o Ross, as she rises): Ross, 
you can’t imagine what has hap- 
pened! 

MangGe: It’s simply amazing! 

GiLBerr (7'0 Ross): Young man, this 
afternoon you made the best error 
you'll ever make in your life. 

Ross (Startled): Huh? (GriiBerr steps 
to Ross, takes the suit.) 

GILBERT (Moves to MancGe, hands 
her the suit): Guard this suit until 
I get back. (ManGp, seated in chair 
left, takes suit.) 

Ross (Jo Gi.perr): Until get 
back? (At first GILBERT makes no 
answer. He turns from Mane, then 
crosses to Ross.) 

Gitgert (7'0 Ross): You’re coming 
with me. (He takes Ross by the arm.) 

Ross (With a startled jump): What’s 
that? 

GiLBertr (7'0 Ross): Young man, I’m 


you 


about to fulfill an important obliga- 
tion to the youth of this neighbor- 
hood. And you’ll make a_ perfect 
Don’t 
ask questions, but vou and I have a 


assistant. (HH: qrins broadly. 


tricl, or 
(;ITLBERT 


with 
hand, 


Halloween date 


treat! (With one 


places the mask in front of his face. 
With the other hand he quides Ross 
upstage toward center door. CArou 
and MADGE smile in genuine happi- 
ness and relief. GILBERT and a still- 


reach door 
The curtain quickly falls.) 
THE END 


(Production Notes on page 44 


confused Ross center. 





A Case for Iwo Detectives 


(A mystery farce) 


by John Murray 


Characters 

ANNOUNCER, male 
SUSAN, about twenty 
Mrs. Barron, her mother 
Mrs. Asusy, a week-end guest 
Ist SERVANT, male 
2ND SERVANT, male 
Miss MARLOWE, @ secretary 
ANNIE, maid 
Mr. ALLEN, a tycoon 
Mrs. ALLEN, his talkative wife 
QUENTIN VAN QUENTIN, an armchair 

detective 
Rivets O'NEILL, @ private eye 


ScENE | 

SetrinG: The drawing room in the 
Bartons’ Long Island home. 

TIME: .Vorning. 

Berore Risk: ANNOUNCER, @ refined 
young man, steps before curtains and 
nods to audience. 

ANNOUNCER: Ladies and gentlemen, 
we are going to witness a murder. 
Rather, we are concerned with the 
solution of the murder because, 
when our play begins, the victim 
has already been “done-in.” We 
will not meet him and it is small 
loss because I understand he was a 
bit of a rotter. We are going to 
present two solutions to the crime. 
One solution is offered by Quentin 
Van Quentin, the typical armchair 
detective. The other solution will 
be delivered ‘by Rivets O’Neill, the 
rough and ready private eye. The 


setting of our play is the palatial 
Long Island estate of Cyrus Barton. 
Has anyone ever realized that mur- 
der mysteries are invariably set on 
Long Island estates? It seems as 
though murder is a privilege enjoyed 
by the extremely wealthy. Won't 
you join me in the drawing room? 
(He steps back as curtain rises wpon 
the drawing room. He glances at room.) 
Not bad. We wanted something 
more lavish, but this was the best 
furniture that the prop man could 
swindle from the members of the 
cast. (Points to floor at center of set.) 
Cyrus Barton was found on this 
spot. The body has been removed. 
The body created a serious traffic 
hazard for our actors as they entered 
right and exited left. (Gestures right 
and left.) The body was found by 
Annie, the Irish maid. Annie has 
an exceptionally strong pair of lungs 
and she awakened the household 
when confronted with the body of 
Cyrus Barton. No mystery play is 
complete without a terrified Irish 
maid. (Calling) Oh, Annie! (ANNIE, 
the bright maid, enters left. She 
curtsies and smiles.) Won’t you 
scream for us? (ANNIE screams 
hysterically, a  soul-chilling blood- 
curdling screech. She smiles, nods 
and exits left.) Thank you, Annie. 
But now to get on with the play. 
I’ll be in the left wing should you 
need me. (Exits left. Momentarily, 





Mrs. Barton, a dowager, and SusAN, 
her attractive daughter, enter right. 
Both are nervous.) 

Susan: Oh, Mother, what are we going 
to do? 

Mrs. Barron: It’ll be all right, Susan. 
Cyrus was a dreadful man. 

Susan: But they’ll think that I - 

Mrs. Barron: Don’t say it. 

Susan: Quentin Van Quentin has 
started asking questions. He’ll soon 
find out that I Cyrus’ 
daughter — that I am your child 
by another marriage. 

Mrs. Barton: I shouldn’t have in- 
vited a famous detective here as a 
house guest. (Sighs) Oh, well — he’s 
a remarkable fourth at bridge. 
(Mrs. Asupy, an elderly woman, 
enters right. 


wasn’t 


She is quite agitated as 
she joins others.) 
Mrs. Asnpy: This is terrible! Terrible! 


Mrs. Barton: I’m sorry, Mrs. Ashby. 
I wouldn’t have invited you had | 


known that someone was planning 
to kill Cyrus. 


Mrs. Asupy: Murder! And _ before 
breakfast, too! Oh, I feel like a 
character in an Agatha Christie 
novel! 

Mrs. Barron: Quentin Van Quentin 
will come downstairs soon. He'll 
solve our mystery. (Commotion is 
heard offstage. Two SERVANTS, carry- 
ing VAN QUENTIN in an armchair, 
enter left. They place the armchair 
rather ceremoniously in the center of 
the set. The servants then resume a 
stiff pose at either side of the chair.) 

Mrs. Asupy: Quentin Van Quentin! 

Susan: The armchair detective! 

Mrs. Barton (Quickly): My husband 
has been murdered and — 
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Mrs. Asupy: And I haven’t had break- 
fast yet! (Women stare icily at one 
another and begin talking simultane- 
ously. ) 

Mrs. Barron: My husband - 

Mrs. Asupy: My breakfast 
TIN leaps from 
women to silence.) 

QUENTIN: Quiet! (He focuses his at- 
tention upon the floor and drops to 
the carpet, taking a magnifying glass 
from his pocket. He searches carpet 
intently with the glass. Members of 
cast follow his path. QUENTIN pauses, 
pounces upon an object and waves it 
triumphantly.) Aha! I found it! I 
found it! 


(QUEN- 


chair and waves 


Susan: So you know the murderer? 

Mrs. Barton (Excitedly): What have 
you found? 

QUENTIN (Rising): My cuff link. I 
lost it yesterday. (All sigh with dis- 
appointment as QUENTIN returns to 

He 
patiently, dismissing male servants. 
They bow reverently and exit right. 
Finally QUENTIN stares pointedly at 
Mrs. Barron.) Why did you kill 
your husband? 

Mrs. Barton (Flustered): Why — I — 

QuENTIN: Don’t deny it. I know every- 
thing. You hated Cyrus Barton. 
You quarreled with him yesterday. 
He threatened to cut you out of his 
will. 

Mrs. Barron: That’s not true. 

QuENTIN: He threatened to cut you 
out many times. You met him in 
this room last night. When he in- 
sisted that he was calling his lawyer 
this morning, you shot him. 

Mrs. Barron: But the coroner said 
that my husband had been poisoned. 


his armchair. waves hands im- 





QUENTIN: Don’t confuse the issue. I 
have no time for petty details. (AN- 
NOUNCER enters left and addresses 
audience.) 

ANNOUNCER: This part of the play is 
known as the “Red Herring” or the 
false clue. All writers use this gim- 
mick. They wish the audience to 
focus suspicion upon an innocent 
person. I might as well tell you that 
Mrs. Barton did not murder her 
husband. The “Red Herring” is a 


successful device because it usually 


helps an author to prolong his play, 
making it a full-length, three-act 
drama. Who knows? He may have 
another Dial M for Murder on his 
hands. (ANNOUNCER exits left.) 
Mrs. Barron: But I 
killed my husband. This was his 
private room. He had a key and so 
did Annie, our maid. 


couldn’t have 


No one else 

into this room. 
When Annie found Cyrus this morn- 
ing, the door had been locked. 

QUENTIN: What the 


doors? 


was ever allowed 


about French 

Mrs. Barton: They were locked and 
bolted on the inside! 

QUENTIN (Jumping from armchair): 
Why doesn’t somebody tell me these 
things? (Points at Mrs. AsupBy) 
Why did you kill Cyrus Barton? 

Mrs. Asusy (/ndignantly): This is 
ridiculous! 

QuENTIN: Madam, I can recognize the 
criminal type! (Mrs. AsusBy stands 
aghast. QUENTIN turns quickly to 
Mrs. Barron.) Why did Annie 
have a key to this room? 

Mrs. Barton: She cleans the place. 
Cyrus wouldn’t let 
touch the room. 


anyone else 


Quentin: And he had a key, too? 
Mrs. Barton (Nodding): Until a week 
He lost it. 

QuENTIN: His key was lost? 


ago. 


Mrs. Barton: Yes, it was misplaced. 
We never found it. Fortunately, 
the door was unlocked at that time. 
(QUENTIN thrusts his hands into his 
pockets. ) 

nowhere. 

Men 
No 

no motives— Erle Stanley 

Gardner wouldn’t leave Perry Mason 

in such a situation. (He pauses as 

he studies desk rear left. Mrs. 

BARTON notices his observation.) 


QueNTIN: We're getting 
Locked windows and doors. 
who were poisoned and shot. 


clues, 


Mrs. Barton: That was my husband’s 
writing desk. (QUENTIN walks to 
desk and begins reading papers. He 
drops them as he reads. Finally, he 
clutches one excitedly.) 

QvueNtTIN: Aha! Cyrus Barton wrote 
this letter shortly before his death. 
It bears vesterday’s date. (Everyon: 
gathers about him.) 

Mrs. Barron: What does it say? 

QUENTIN (Reading): “Dear Sir: I have 
heard of your intention to marry 
into my family.” (Raises his eyes 

and stares at Susan. He resumes 
reading.) “It is my contention that 
you are a fortune hunter, and there 
is something you must know. This 
girl is not my daughter and — ”’ (He 
looks at Susan again.) The letter 
ends at this point. He was murdered 
before he finished. (To Susan) 
You'd better tell us everything. 

Susan (Hysterically): I didn’t kill him! 

QUENTIN: He was exposing you to your 


fiancé. Who is this man, anyway? 





Susan: His name is Waldemere. I — I 
met him at a mah jong tournament. 

QUENTIN: Interesting. And this young 
man planned to marry you for your 
money? 

Susan: No! Waldemere didn’t care 
about money. He could support me. 
He’s a Good Humor salesman! 

QUENTIN (Nodding): Where is he now? 

Susan: I won’t tell you. I won’t let 
you drag him into this. (ANNOUNCER 
steps onto stage from left.) 

ANNOUNCER: We had intended to in- 
troduce Waldemere into our play, 
but we couldn’t find anyone suitable 
for the role. Furthermore, the dra- 
matic coach felt he didn’t want any- 
one else cluttering up the stage. 
Consequently, no Waldemere. (AN- 
NOUNCER exits left.) 

Mrs. Barron: But my husband knew 
all about Waldemere. He said in his 
letter that he heard of his intention 

' to marry my daughter. 

QUENTIN: That’s odd. (7o Susan) 
Why don’t you admit that you killed 
Cyrus Barton? 

Susan: Oh, I didn’t kill him. If I did, 
would I leave an accusing letter on 
the desk? 

QUENTIN: I wish you’d stop asking 
embarrassing questions. (Jo Mrs. 
Barton) What did your husband 
eat for dinner last night? (Mrs. 
BARTON pauses meditatively. ) 

Mrs. Barron: We had a simple meal. 
Annie, the maid, had been away for 
two weeks and got back late yester- 
day afternoon. She fixed something 
in a hurry. Canned vichysoisse, 
stuffed pheasant’s tongue, and A la 
mode, & la mode. 


QuENTIN (Nodding): The usual thing. 
You say Annie had been away? 

Mrs. Barron: Yes. Two weeks’ va- 
cation. 

QUENTIN: Very interesting. I’m be- 
ginning to see the light. (He walks 
left and pulls call bell.) I must ques- 
tion that young lady. 

Mrs. Barron: Surely, 
think — 

QUENTIN: Madam, I wish you’d finish 
your sentences. It’s most distressing. 
(ANNIE enters right.) 

ANNIE (7'0 Mrs. Barron): You rang, 
Ma’am? 

Quentin: Ah, Annie! I would like a 
word with you. I understand that 
you returned from your vacation 
yesterday. 

ANNIE: Yes, sir. 
Island. 

QvENTIN: Most exclusive. Is it true 
that you have a key to this room? 

ANNIE (Nodding): I unlocked the door 
this morning and found Mr. Barton. 
(She prepares to scream, but QUENTIN 
clamps his hand across her mouth.) 

QuENTIN: No dramatics, if you please. 
(Sternly) You’re a very clever girl. 

ANNIE: Oh, thank you, sir. 

QUENTIN: Won’t you tell us about the 
young man you met on your vaca- 
tion? 

ANNIE (Smiling): He was awfully nice. 
He told me that— how did you 
know about him? 

QvENTIN: Elementary. Annie, I arrest 
you for the murder of Cyrus Barton! 

Mrs. Barron: Ridiculous! 

Susan: Not Annie. 

Annie: I didn’t do it! 

Mrs. Asupy: Why would this girl kill 
Mr. Barton? 


you don’t 


I spent it at Coney 





QvuENtTIN: Mr. Barton found out about 
Annie’s young man at the beach. 
You see, she posed as Mr. Barton’s 
daughter while on vacation! 

Mrs. Barron: Oh, no! 

Susan: Then he wasn’t referring to 
me in that letter. He was writing 
to Annie’s young man telling him 
that she wasn’t his daughter. 

QvuEeNtTIN (Nodding): Annie enjoyed 
the name of a rich man’s daughter 
for weeks. The young man 

called this house and 
Cyrus found out about the decep- 
tion. He threatened to expose Annie. 
She decided to kill him while prepar- 
ing that simple meal last night. 

ANNIE: I’m innocent! 

QUENTIN (7'o ANNIE): You served the 
food. You were the only one who 
had the opportunity to poison the 
vichysoisse. 

Mrs. Asusy: Poisoned the vichysoisse 
— how distressing! 

QueENTIN: Mr. Barton thought so. A 
little later he came to this room to 
write that letter to Annie’s young 
man. Annie was impatient. She came 
here, too. She found him writing 
the letter. 

Susan: And she shot him! 

Mrs. Barron: But the doors were 
locked! 

QvENTIN: Precisely! It was that clue 
that told me that she had killed 
Cyrus Barton. She wanted to con- 
fuse the police. She thought that 
Mr. Barton had the second key to 
this room. She didn’t know that 
the key was lost while she was on 
vacation! After killing him, she left 
the room and locked the doors be- 
hind her. 


two 
probably 


Susan: I get it. When you realized 
that the door had been locked by 
someone who had the only key, you 
knew that Annie was the murderess. 

Mrs. Barron: Ingenious! 

QvueENtTIN (Nodding): The locked room 
was Annie’s Waterloo. (Walks left 
and pulls bell cord. 1st SERVANT 

left. QUENTIN points to 
ANNIE.) Take her away. 

Ist Servant: Yes, sir. (Takes ANNIE 
by the arm and starts left with her.) 
ANNIE (Desperately, as they exit): I 

didn’t do it, I tell you! I didn’t do it! 

Susan (To Mrs. Barron): You’re 
free! Cyrus won’t dominate you any 
more. 

Mrs. Barron: And you can marry 
your young man. 

Mrs. Asuspy: And I can have my 
breakfast. (7’o QUENTIN) I’m a little 
puzzled, though. Couldn’t someone 
have found Cyrus’ missing key and 
murdered him? 

QuENTIN: Of course not! While I was 
searching for my cuff link this morn- 
ing, I made another discovery. 
(Takes key from pocket) It was lying 
on the floor where Cyrus Barton had 
evidently dropped it. 

Mrs. Barron: Incredible! But how 
did you know about Annie’s young 
man? How did you know that she 
had told him that she was Cyrus’ 
daughter? (ANNOUNCER enters left.) 

ANNOUNCER: Now, isn’t that a silly 
question? (Reaches into pocket and 
withdraws script) He merely read the 
last page of the script of this play! 
(QUENTIN returns to armchair as 
ANNOUNCER exits left. Curtain falls.) 


enters 


* * * * 





ScENE 2 

Time: A short time later. 

SeTTinG: The drawing room in the 
Bartons’ Long Island home. 

BrEForE Rise: ANNOUNCER steps before 
curtain and addresses audience. 

ANNOUNCER: Thus, we have seen the 
armchair detective at work. He 
wasn’t a bad chap, if you don’t mind 
the stuffy type. He will continue to 
solve mysteries until the author’s 
contract runs out or until he falls 
out of his armchair at the age of 
ninety-two. And now we will meet 
Rivets O’Neill, American Detective. 
The Private Eye. The-Cloak-And- 
Dagger-Blood-And-Guts-Bottle- 
And-Fist-Women-And-Trouble 
Detective. His methods are in- 
credibly different and it will be in- 
teresting to see his solution. We 
have one consolation. It won’t be 
any worse than the Quentin Van 
Quentin ordeal. (ANNOUNCER exits 
left as curtain rises upon the drawing 
room.) 

At Rise: Susan stands near French 
doors, looking into Garden. Sud- 
denly, six, quick, successive shots are 
heard. Swusan screams. Rivers 
O’NEILL enters center, brandishing a 
smoking revolver. He is dressed in a 
dark suit, black hat and trench coat 
with turned-up collar. He stares 
furtively around the room, removes a 
handkerchief from his pocket and 
polishes revolver. He places the hand- 
kerchief and the revolver in his pocket. 
He winks at SuSAN. 

Susan: Oh, Rivets! What have you 
done? You shot the chauffeur, the 
gardener, the gateman, the servant, 
the stable boy, and the upstairs maid. 
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tivetTs (Nodding): A fellow can’t be 
too careful these days. (He takes 
SUSAN in his arms and kisses her.) 

Susan (Surprised): Oh! (He kisses her 
again.) Oh! Oh! (He kisses her again.) 
Oh! Oh! Oh! (He pushes her aside.) 

Rivets (Disgruntedly): You talk too 
much. (Susan regains composure. ) 

Susan: I sent for you because some- 
one killed my father. 

Rivets: So somebody did Old Baldy 
out of his social security. 

Susan (Nodding): He had been work- 
ing on an important government 
project. A scientist, you know. 

Rivets: Everybody knew your old 
man. Didn’t he invent a mink- 
lined mousetrap for wealthy rodents? 

Susan (Nodding): His present work 
was far more important. He was 
interested in atomic research. 

Rivets: And you think that someone 
bumped him off because of that work? 

Susan: Yes. Daddy had secret ex- 
periments in his lab upstairs. He 
was prepared to announce his find- 
ings to the government today. 

Rivers: Who knew about his work? 

Susan: His secretary, Miss Marlowe. 
You’ll meet her later. 

Rivets: Anybody else in the house? 

Susan: Mother and I. There are serv- 
Then there’s Mr. 
Mr. Allen’s a big 

a friend of Dad’s. 

Rivets: What happened to your dad? 

Susan: We found him in this room this 
morning. He had been stabbed, shot 
and poisoned. There was a heavy 
rope around his neck, too. 

Rivets (Seriously): Yeah, it sounds 
like foul play. (Brighter) I never 
met the case I couldn’t handle. I'd 


ants, of course. 
and Mrs. Allen. 
businessman — 





like to speak to this Marlowe dame. 

Susan: I told her we’d be down here. 

Rivets: Good! I’ll clean up this case 
and then you and I can be on our 
way. 

Susan: Oh, Rivets! 

Rivets: I’ll take you to the big city 
and show you the sights. 

Susan: Oh, Rivets! 

Rivets: We’ll stay at the best places. 
I’ll show you how to really live. 

Susan: Oh, Rivets! 

{iveTs: Take it easy, honey: Your 
needle’s stuck. (Glancing left) 
Where’s that pencil-pusher? (Miss 
MAr.Lowe, a lovely-looking girl, enters 


left. 


She smiles coyly as she sees 


RIVETS. ) 

Miss Martowe: Mr. O'Neill, I pre- 
sume. 

Rivets (Gruffly): What did you do 


last night? (He studies Miss Mar- 
LOWE for a moment.) Better still, 
what are you doing tonight? 

Miss Mar.LoweE: Oh, are you going to 
find the murderer? 

Rivers: With you around, I should 
look for somebody else? 

Susan: Keep your mind on business. 

Rivets: Oh, I am! (Jo Miss Mar- 
LOWE) I understand that Barton 
finished his work for the government. 

Miss Mariowe: Yes, a government 
man was due to pick up the papers 
today. 

Rivets: Where are the papers now? 

Miss Marvowe: In the lab. 

Rivets: Can you check on them? 

Miss Maritowk: Yes, I have the key. 

Rivets: Good! We’ll go together. 
(He starts towards left with secretary. 
Susan pushes him aside and glares 
at him frostily.) 


Susan (Coldly): Vl go with Miss Mar- 
lowe. (Susan and Miss MARLOWE 
exit left.) 

Rivets (Shrugging): So, kill a guy for 
trying! (He walks around the room. 
He steps in front of wall mirror and 
cockily adjusts his tie. SERVANT, 
wearing a mask and carrying a gun, 
enters right. Rivers is unaware of 

SERVANT crosses stage 

until he is a few feet from Rivets. 

He raises the gun and takes careful 

aim. tIVETS spins 

SERVANT’S gun arm, 


his presence. 


and grasps 

A scuffle ensues 

and the gun falls to the floor. Rivets 

and SERVANT roll across stage, up- 

setting furniture. The fight ts ac- 

companied by loud groans and grunts. 

{1veTs is victorious. He drags the 
defeated SERVANT to his feet and tears 
the mask off his face.) Who are you? 

ServVANT: I’m not talking. (Rivers 
twists SERVANT’S arm. SERVANT 
cringes with pain.) 

Rivets: I'll snap it off. 

SERVANT: No 

Rivets: Yes. 

SERVANT: I'll talk. 

Rivets: Let’s hear it. 
grip on SERVANT’S arm.) 

SERVANT: My arm. 

Rivets (Loudly): Who are you? 

SERVANT: John. 

Rivets: John who? 

SERVANT: Smith. 

Rivers: Unusual. Who paid you? 

SERVANT: I can’t tell. (Rivers begins 
to twist SERVANT’S arm again.) No- 
body paid me. 

Rivets: You’re lying. 

SERVANT: No. 

Rivets: Somebody wanted to get me. 

SERVANT: No. 


(He loosens 
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Rivers: Yes. 

SerRvANT: Oh! 

Rivets: Who’s your boss? 

SerRVANT: Cyrus Barton. 

Rivets (Loudly): You’re lying. 

ServANT: He was my only boss. 

Rivets: He’s dead. You’re lying. 

SERVANT: No - 

Rivets: Yes! 

Servant: I don’t know who killed him. 

Rivets: Where did you get the gun? 

ServANT: A birthday present from my 
mother. 

Rivets: Where’s your boss’s hideout? 

SERVANT: I don’t know. 

Rivets: Who bumped off Barton? 

Servant: I don’t know. 

Rivets: You’re lying! 

Servant: No — 

Rivets: Yes. 

SERVANT (Strongly): No. 

Rivets: Yes. 

Servant: No! 

Rivets (Quickly): No. 

SERVANT: Yes! 

Rivets (Triumphanily): I fooled you 
that time! (ANNOUNCER enters.) 
ANNOUNCER: I would like the audience 
to take notice of the short, crisp 
dialogue. This dialogue flourished 
during the Ernest Hemingway school 
of literature. It has traveled a long 
way since that time. (Sadly) I won’t 
say in which direction! (zits left.) 

Rivets: I’ll give you one more chance. 
Start talking! 

Servant (Helplessly): All right, I’ll 
talk. I saw you coming into the 
house. I — I had to kill you. 

Rivers: But why? (SERVANT ap- 
parently suffers inward persecution as 
he decides to reveal the attempt on 
Rivets’ life. He sighs weakly.) 
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SERVANT (Pointing): I hate that. tie! 
(He dusts off hands and exits jauntily 
left. Mr. and Mrs. ALLEN enter 
right. ALLEN ts the typical, successful 
businessman. Mrs. ALLEN is a thin, 
nervous, talkative woman. ) 

Mrs. ALLEN (Clucking): Poor Cyrus! 

ALLEN: Martha, be quiet! They’ll 
find the killer. (Zo Rivers) Who 
are you? 

{ivets: Skip that, bud! Who are you? 

ALLEN (Pompously): I am the Edgar 
Allen. Financier, Tycoon, Wall Street 
Wizard and Suburban Commuter. 
(Points to Mrs. ALLEN) And this — 
(Swallowing hard) is my wife! 

Mrs. ALLEN (Gushing): Poor Cyrus! 
(To Rivers) Young man, do you 
know who killed him? Of course, he 
was a responsible man. And he had 
enemies. His work — very secretive, 
you know. 


He never had any time 


to spend with his poor wife. It 
wasn’t easy for her. She never left 
the house. And she always loved the 
arts. (Proudly) I enjoy the arts, too. 
Have you read any of Moliére’s 
plays? (Rivers opens his mouth to 
speak, but Mrs. ALLEN rattles on.) 
I loved Les Precieuses Ridicules, 
but there are some people who pre- 
fer Le Misanthrope. Of course, 
there are others who don’t like 
Moliére at all. He’s too — too 
French, if you know what I mean. 
(Rivers scratches his chin in be- 
wilderment.) Ah, the arts! And Eng- 
lish literature! Oscar Wilde! Shaw! 
I don’t suppose there are too many 
people who mention them in the 
same breath. (Sadly) The poor 
American novel! Do you think it 
will ever find itself? Ah, the days of 





Sinclair Lewis and Faith Baldwin! 
Well, I suppose one mustn’t live in 
the past, must one? (7’o ALLEN) Oh, 
Edgar, you’re so quiet! Haven’t 
you anything to say? 

ALLEN (Sweetly): Oh, yes, my dear. 
(Loudly) Shut up! (Mrs. ALLEN is 
taken aback.) 

Rivets (70 ALLEN): You're a big 
businessman? 

ALLEN: I dabble. In the past few 
months, I haven’t been too busy. 
Meetings at Dupont. A merger with 
General Motors. Small stuff like 
that. 

tivers (Nodding): Things are tough 
all over. Were you here last night? 

ALLEN: Yes, Barton wanted to confer 
with me on his atomic project. 

Rivers: You knew about his work? 

ALLEN: He trusted me, all right. (Miss 
MARLOWE and Susan enter left.) 

Miss MarLoweE (Excitedly): The 
papers — they’re gone! 

Susan: The lab was ransacked! 

Rivets: Well, we have a motive for 
Barton’s death. 

Susan: What can we do? 
Rivers: When we find the 
we'll have the murderer. 
Susan: But the killer might have 

taken the papers and escaped. 

Rivets (Shaking head): There weren’t 
any strangers in this house. Barton 
was robbed and killed by someone 
he trusted. 

Miss Martowe: Do you mean that 
one of us killed him? 

Rivers (Dramatically): I’m not just 
shooting off my cotton-picking 
mouth. The murderer is in this 
room! (He pulls revolver from pocket 
and tugs at ALLEN’s wig. When the 


papers, 


wig comes off, the secret papers fall 
from ALLEN’s head onto the floor.) 
Allen, you’re the killer! You hid the 
papers under your wig! 

Mrs. ALLEN (Tearfully): Oh, Edgar! 
(Points to wig) And I thought that 
was your own marcel wave! 

Rivets (Jo ALLEN): I knew that you 
killed Barton when I heard that he 
had been stabbed, strangled, shot 
and poisoned. You’re a successful 
businessman. You wouldn’t leave 
anything to chance. He caught you 
stealing the government papers and 
you killed him. 

Susan: How did you know he had 
hidden the papers under his wig? 
(ANNOUNCER enters left.) 

ANNOUNCER (Pointing to Rivers): He 
read the script, too! (ANNOUNCER 
exits. ) 

Rivets (To 


going to die! 


ALLEN): Now, you're 

(He fires revolver and 
ALLEN falls to floor.) 

Miss Mariowe: You killed him! You 
fiend! (She lunges at Rivers but he 
sidesteps and levels revolver at her.) 

{1vers: You were Allen’s confederate. 
He couldn’t get into the lab without 
your key. 

Miss Martowe: Yes, yes, I helped him! 

Rivets: Why did he want the plans? 

Miss Mariowe: Allen was going to 
invest in a new bubble gum com- 
pany. The Atomic Bubble! It 
would have been worth a fortune. 
And you killed him! (She laughs 
shrilly.) But you haven’t won. Allen 
and I wired the atomic bomb to 
discharge in exactly one minute! 
(She glances at wrist watch.) You 
can’t escape! 

Mrs. Aten: This is terrible. 





Susan: What can we do? 

Miss Maritowe: You 
seconds! 

Rivers: Where is the bomb? 

Miss Martowe: You'll never find it. 
(Glances at watch) Twenty seconds! 

Mrs. ALLEN (/ndignantly): This isn’t 
good for my nerves. Loud noises 
‘frighten me. And my vellum-covered 
edition of Bernard Shaw will be 
ruined! (Zo Rivers) Do you like 
Shaw? Some people think that he is 
rather - 

Rivets (Sharply): Shut up! 

Miss Mar.owe: Ten seconds! 

Susan: Goodbye, Rivets. 

Rivers: Goodbye — 

Miss Mariowe (Studying watch): 
Five seconds — four — three — two 
— one! (Mrs. ALLEN, Rivets and 
Susan steel themselves for the ex- 
plosion. They close their eyes tightly 
and stiffen. A faint “pop” is heard 
offstage. ANNOUNCER enters left. He 
bows rather apologetically.) 

ANNOUNCER: We had planned to in- 
troduce a deafening explosion at 
this point, but our plans went wrong. 
(Shakes head sadly) Our sound 
effects man is strictly for the birds! 
(He exits.) 

Rivers (Jo Miss Maritowr): And 
this is for you, sister! (Points gun 
at her and fires. She falls to floor. 
He turns to Susan.) Well, I cleared 
up this case. 

Mrs. ALLEN (Sighing): Thank heavens 
that’s over. It reminded me of one 
of those thrilling mystery stories. 
Do you like mysteries? (Rivers 
levels gun at her.) Really, I think that 
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mystery writers are quite ingenious. 
Of course, their stories are always 
filled with doddering old ladies and 
retired colonels, but one can’t have 
everything. And another thing 
(Rivers fires gun. Mrs. ALLEN falls 
to floor.) 

Rivets: Let’s get out of here. (Points 
to “bodies.”’) This place is getting 
crowded. (He and Susan step across 
bodies and exit center. Curtain falls. 
ANNOUNCER enters left and addresses 
audience.) 

Announcer: I hope that you have 
enjoyed A Case for Two Detectives. 
Their methods were different, but 
each gentleman came up with a sur- 
prising solution. There’s one thing, 
though. Each detective was wroNnG! 
(Pause) Who killed Cyrus Barton? 
(Shales head sadly at audience) Why, 
the butler, of course! Didn’t you 
know that the butler is always the 
murderer? (Prepares to exit left, 
but turns suddenly.) And who is the 
butler? Well, I’ll tell you — (He 
moves confidentially towards audi- 
ence. ) 

Mrs. Barron (Calling offstage): Jarvis! 
Jarvis! (ANNOUNCER straightens and 
faces left.) 

ANNOUNCER (Pompously): Coming, 
Madam! (//e strikes a stiff, aristo- 
cratic pose, throws back his shoulders, 
crooks his arms and winks at audience. 
He exits left with a solemn, pompous 
slep.) 

THE END 


Because of the popularity of this play, it has been re- 
printed from the April, 1956, issue. 


(Production Notes on page 44) 





Part Two 


Middle Grades 





Shades of Ransom 


by James R. Chisholm 


Characters 
Liz Hamer \ ae 
Miture HaMier } — 
Bitty Rancip, a ten-year-old boy 
Gus CuicKEn | 


: | 
Kirk Dirk — + gangsters 


DIPPER 


Inspector Dick ) 
, % p detectives 


SERGEANT WEBB | 
Mrs. Rancrip, Billy’s mother 

Serrine: The parlor in an old house, 
haunted by the elderly Hamlet sisters. 

Ar Rise: Liz Hamuet, a tall, thin 
spinster, sits rocking and knitting in 
the chair to the left of the table. She 
stops, puts her knitting on the table, 
looks about, then calls off right. 

Liz: Millie! (Louder) Millie, dear! 
Have you seen my book? (MILLIE 
HaMuet, shorter and stouter than her 
sister, enters right, holding a duster.) 

Miuuie: Which book is that, dear? 

Liz: My “Ghost Manual,” of course. 
What else do I ever read these days? 
Seems the only other books there are 
in this house are all those silly super- 
stitious books about people. As if 
there really were such things 
people. 

Miuuie (Rearranging the other chair, 
and then neatly folding her sister’s 
knitting): I don’t know about that, 
Liz. According to one of those books 
you and I once were people, long 
ago, before we became ghosts. It 
could be true. 


as 
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Liz: Now don’t be ridiculous, Millie. 
How long have we been haunting 
this house? 

Miture: Almost forty years. 

Liz: Thirty-nine this winter. And in 
all this time have you ever seen a 
person? 

Miuure: No, but that doesn’t mean 
anything. They may be all around 
us. Sometimes I’m so frightened. 

Liz: Millie Hamlet! I’ve been a ghost 

a good ghost — for as long as I 
can remember and I just don’t be- 
lieve in people! 

Mite: Well, I suppose you’re right, 
dear. (Sighing) I guess I just have 
too much imagination. (Pause) Was 
that book entitled “How to Spook: 
A Handbook for Ghosts’’? 

Liz: Why, yes, that’s the one. 

Muiuure: It’s over on the couch. 
(Crosses to couch) I'll get it for you, 
dear. (Brings it to Liz) I have to 
go into the kitchen now and get 
some food ready for supper. 

Liz: Supper? What are you talking 
about, Millie? We don’t need food. 
Ghosts don’t eat. 

Mitre: Liz Hamlet, you’re getting so 
forgetful. Of course we ghosts don’t 
eat, but pixies do! Have you for- 
gotten all about our boarder, Mr. 
Caliban? Remember, he’s only a 
pixie. 

Liz: Millie, you’re right, I did forget. 
It’s just that Mr. Caliban seems 





such an unsociable little man, al- 
ways staying out there in the kitchen. 
I hardly ever see him. 

Miuure: He’s not unsociable, dear. 
It’s just that he’s a water pixie and 
likes to stay near the sink. (Starts 
off left, calling offstage) Don’t be im- 
patient, Mr. Caliban, I’ll have your 
celery ready in a jiffy! (zits left. 
Liz starts to read her book. A knock- 
ing is heard off right. Laz does not 
seem to hear it. Kirk Dirk enters 
right. He is a slim, dark young man. 
He keeps one hand ostentatiously in 
the pocket of his coat. He cautiously 
circles the room, looking nervously 
about. He stares at the table and rock- 
ing chairs without seeing Liz, then 
walks back to the right and calls off- 
stage.) 

Kirk: Gus! Dipper! Come on in! 
The place is empty. (Gus CuHIckEN 
enters right. He is flashily dressed, 
wears a mustache. He hangs his hat 
on the clothes rack and looks around 
the room.) 

Gus: You’re right, Kirk. Not a living 
soul here. Boy, what a hideout! 
The police will never find us. 

Kirk (Stretching out on the couch, takes 
out pocket knife and apple. Starts 
culting apple): Am I tired! Where’s 
Big Dipper and the kid, Gus? 

Gus: Dipper’s putting the car away. 
The boy’s with him. (Starts to sit in 
chair where Liz is reading, changes 
mind and takes the other chair.) Those 
two get along as if they were the 
same age. 

Kirk: Dipper may be grown up but 
the kid seems smarter. 

Gus: Yeah! Sometimes I worry about 
Tipper. He can’t seem to do any- 


thing worth while except pick pockets. 
(They sit and think for awhile.) 

Miuuie (From off left): Liz! Would 
you come out to the kitchen, dear, 
and help me find the peanut butter? 

Liz: Oh, all right! I don’t know why 
that Mr. Caliban can’t eat anything 
but peanut butter sandwiches and 
celery. (She puts down book and 
starts off left.) You know, Millie, it’s 
so quiet in this house. It makes me 
nervous! (She exits left.) 

Kirk: Gus? 

Gus: Yes, Kirk? 

Kirk: This place is too quiet. It 
makes me nervous. I miss all the 

traffic noises. What if it is haunted 
or something? 

Gus: Are you fooling? 
real. 
ghost? 

Kirk: No. Never. I guess you’re 
right, Gus. (Folds knife, puts it in 
pocket. ) 

Gus: You bet [ am! Gus Chicken is 
always right. Anyway, we won’t be 
here long. 


Ghosts aren't 
Have you ever been near a 


Old Raneid will deliver 
the money tonight, we'll give his 
boy back to him, and we’ll head back 
to the bright lights by tomorrow 
morning. 


Kirk: Sounds good, Gus, but are you 
sure the kid’s father can get 
money? 

Gus: What? W. W. Rancid, the butter 
king? Haven’t you ever heard their 
slogan: “If you want butter 


the 


try 
It Ought to Be Rancid’’? 
(There ts a loud knocking off right. 
Kirk reaches for his pocket nerv- 
ously.) It’s only Dipper. Let them 
in. (Kirk walks over to the door, one 
hand in his pocket.) 


ours. 





Dipper (Enters, pushing Bitty Ranciw 
ahead of him. Dipper is very large. 
Bitty is about ten years old, wears 
glasses.): Here you are, Billy. 
Here’s where you meet your Dad. 
(They both look around.) 

Kirk: Is the car out of sight, Dipper? 
(Diprer nods, then crosses to K1rK’s 
place on the couch and stretches out. 
Bit.y follows and sits on the floor at 
Diprer’s feet. Kirk walks over 
angrily.) Hey, I was using that 
couch. Me, Kirk Dirk! 

Dirprer: Now I am. 

Gus: Watch out, Dipper, he carries a 
knife. 

Dirrer: That’s all right. 
fool me. 


He doesn’t 

It may be a weapon, but 
he only uses it to cut the bad spots 
out of apples. 

Bitiy: Apples! I’m hungry. 

Gus: That’s an idea! Come on, Kirk, 
let’s see what there is to eat in the 
kitchen. (Gus and Kirk exit left. 

SILLY gels up and takes Gus’ seat.) 

Diprer: Don’t run away, Billy. 

Buty: I wish I could. Did gangsters 
ever take you away when you were 
a little boy? 

Dipper: Me? No! They wouldn’t do 
that to me. My father was in the 
business. That’s how I got into the 
Gus Chicken gang, even though I 
am only a pickpocket. 

Bruty: I’m_ hungry. 
asleep. ) 

Minure (Fnters left with duster. Dusts 
around room while talking to herself. 
Dusts Dirprer’s head, the table, and 
moves toward the hatrack): That Mr. 
Caliban! I swear he’s just the shy- 
est pixie we’ve had to board. One 
minute he’s eating his celery, the 


(Dierer falls 


next he stares at the empty doorway 
just as if somebody were there, and 
quick as a flash he hides in the drain- 
pipe. I’ll just never understand him 

Bitty (Looks at her as soon as she 
starts talking, obviously can see and 
hear her): Are you in the gang, too? 

Miuure (Shocked): Oh! You startled 
me. Why, your’re a little ghost-boy. 
For a moment I was afraid you were 
a person. How on earth did you 
ever get here? This must be your 
hat. I knew it couldn’t be Mr. 
Caliban’s, because it’s not pointed 

Brtty: You mean you're not one of 
the gang? 

Minute: Gang? Whatever are you 
talking about? I’m just a plain 
ordinary ghost, the same as my 
sister, Liz, or you, or anybody. 

Bruty: You’re a ghost? 

Miuure: Is there anything unusual 
about that? 

Bitty: Why, [ suppose not. I believe 
in ghosts. I also believe in pixies, 
brownies, elves, leprechauns, were- 
wolves and vampires. I read a lot. 

Muuute: Of course you believe in them. 
They’re all real, aren’t they? But 
I’m glad to see you’re sensible, and 
don’t say that you believe in people 

Buuy: I Billy 
Rancid. 

Miuure: A person! Well, Billy, I must 
say you’re a very imaginative little 
ghost-boy and, though I don’t know 
how you came to be here, your old 
Aunt Millie and Auntie Liz 
take care of you. 

Bitty: Can you get me away from the 
gangsters that brought me here — 
the Gus Chicken gang? 


am a person. I’m 


will 





Miuuie: Now, Billy, there you go 
being imaginative again. You know 
perfectly well that there’s no gang 
here. Besides, if you were really a 
person, how could we talk to each 
other? 

Bitty: That’s easy. In books only 
the innocent children like me can 
see the pixies and things. 

Dipper (Just waking): Who you talk- 
ing to, Billy? Yourself? What’s the 
matter? Is this thing too much for 
you? I’d better tell Gus. 

Mute: I'll go tell Liz about you, 
Billy. You wait right there. 

Brity: I’m hungry. 

Miuuie (Leaving left): Now don’t be 
silly. You know ghosts don’t eat. 
(Exits) 


Bitty: Boy! Could I use a peanut 


butter sandwich. 
Drerer: You'd better stop talking to 


yourself, Billy. It sounds crazy, 
and that’s the one thing that makes 
Gus very nervous. He read in the 
papers one time that gangsters 
weren’t normal, and he’s been very 
touchy about things like that ever 
since, and when he gets nervous you 
can’t tell what he’ll do! 

Kirk (Entering lefi along with Gus): 
But I tell you, Gus, I saw him 
when we first went in. A little green 
guy with pointed ears and a pointed 
head. He ducked right into the 
drainpipe when you weren’t looking. 

Gus (Icily): Kirk! 

Kirk: Yes, Gus? 

Gus: You’re crazy. (Pause, then 
threateningly) I’m getting nervous. 
Kirk: Okay, Gus. (Sits down in Liz’s 

seat.) 

Gus (Stares at him for a moment, shrugs, 
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then walks over to hatrack): I’m going 
outside to look around. Billy’s 
father should be here soon, with the 
money. 

Kirk: Take care of yourself, Gus. Be 
careful. 

Gus: Don’t worry. I have my little 
old — (Starts to pat coat pocket, 
something seems missing. He looks 
worried. ) 

Dipper (Walks over to him, hands Gus 
something from his pocket): 1 forgot 
I took it, Gus. 

Gus: Dipper! How many times do I 
have to tell you not to take some- 
thing that doesn’t belong to you? 

Dipper: Oh, Gus! What kind of a 
pickpocket would I be if I didn’t 
practice? 

Gus: Dipper, you aren’t honest. (Hrits 
right, ashamed of DiprEr) 

Dipper: That makes me feel bad. 
Here, Kirk. Here’s your wallet. 
I’m going to reform. (Hands Kirk 
his wallet and droops disconsolately on 
couch. Kirk stares at wallet in sur- 
prise.) 

Briiuiy: I’m hungry. 

Kirk: You'll have to stay hungry. 
There wasn’t anything to eat in the 
kitchen except peanut butter sand- 
wiches and celery. 

Bitty: Why, they’re my favorites! 

Kirk: There’s not enough for you. 
Besides, you'll be going home to- 
night when your father shows up 
with the cash. You can eat there. 
(Pause, then to himself) He did hide 
in the sink! 

Miure (Off left): He’s right in here, 
Liz. He’s the nicest little ghost-boy. 
(Mituie and Liz enter left.) Liz, 
this is Billy Rancid. Billy, this is 





your Auntie Liz. We're going to 
take care of you, Billy. 

Bitty: How do you do, ma’am — I 
mean Auntie Liz. (KIRK 
Dipper stare at him.) 

Liz: Hello, Billy. (Sighs) It will be so 
nice to have a little ghost-child 
around the house. 

Mitute: We have to go into the kitchen 
for a moment to clean up the dishes 
after Mr. Caliban. 

Liz: Is there anything we can do for 
you, Billy? 

Bitty: Yes, ma’am— Auntie Liz. 
May I have a peanut butter sand- 
wich and some celery? I’m awfully 
hungry. 

Kirk: Who’s he talking to, Dipper? 
Who’s he talking to? 
anybody. 

Liz: Peanut butter? 


and 


I don’t see 


Celery? Millie, 


you don’t think he could be a pixie? 
Miuutie: A pixie, Liz? (Laughs) No, of 


course 


not. He’s just pretending. 
(They exit left.) He’s 
hungry. 

Bitiy: Oh, no! 

Kirk: I asked you, Dipper. Who’s he 
talking to? 

Dipper: Don’t tell Gus. He’s already 
getting nervous. 


not really 


This whole busi- 
ness is too much for Billy. He’s 
talking to himself, now. You know 
what Gus is like when he gets nerv- 
ous. Don’t tell him. 

Bruty: I wasn’t talking to myself. I 

talking to Aunt Millie and 
Auntie Liz. They’re ghosts. Didn’t 
you them? Oh, that’s right, 
you're not innocent. 

Kirk: What do you mean? 
plead innocent! Ghosts? 

Dipper: See what I mean, Kirk? 


was 
see 


I always 


Kirk: Don’t talk like that, kid, or Ill 
— (Reaches for his knife, then starts 
searching for it.) Where did it go? 

Dipper: Here, Kirk, I forgot. (Hands 
knife to him. Kirxk puts it away.) 

Kirk: Crook! 

Dipper: Kirk, what if Billy’s father 
doesn’t bring the money? What’ll 
we do with Billy? 

Kirk (Chuckles): The windows are 
boarded up. Nobody comes near 
here. We’d lock him in here, leave, 
and let his ghost friends take care of 
him. 

Bitty: Oh, no! I’d starve to death. 
They won’t feed me. They think I 
don’t eat. 

Diprer: Another thing bothers me, 
Kirk. Do you think Gus should 
have told Mr. Rancid to bring the 
money here to our hideout? Some- 
how, it doesn’t seem right. 

Kirk: Stop that talk, Dipper. Gus is 
the brains of this gang. You let him 
do the thinking. 

Dipper: Okay, Kirk. 
right. 

Kirk (Yawns): Think I'll read for 
awhile. What’s this book? (Picks up 
book from the table) “How to Spook: 
A Handbook for Ghosts.” (Starts to 
read it, stops, screams and throws it 
on the table.) 

Dipper: I think [’ll get something to 
eat. Want anything, Kirk? 

Kirk (Shaking and staring straight 
ahead): Who can eat? 

Bitty: Me. I’m hungry. (Drprer 
exits left. There is a banging on the 
door right, and Gus enters.) 

Gus: It’s too quiet out there. Almost 
makes me nervous. (Hangs hat on 
rack.) 


I guess you’re 





Krrx: You're not afraid, Gus? 

Gus: What! The great Gus Chicken 
afraid? I’m never afraid — I’m 
Chicken. Where’s Dipper? 

Kirk: He’s out there. (Starts to point 
to kitchen. A scream is heard and 
Drirrer rushes in from left, pointing 
off left.) 

Dieper: Little green guy! Little green 
guy! (Sees Gus, gradually stops 
pointing off left) Hello, Gus. (Weakly) 
I —I didn’t see a little green guy. 
He didn’t throw any celery at me. 
He didn’t dive into the sink. 
Honest, Gus. (He shrugs helplessly 
and sits on the couch.) No green guy. 
No. 

Gus: Kirk sees green guys, you see 
green guys. 

Kirk (Holds up finger): Only one, Gus. 

Gus: I’m getting more and more 
nervous. Kirk! 

Kirk (Jumps out of chair): Yes, Gus? 

Gus: Go out and check the car. Make 
sure it’s ready 


for a getaway. 
(Reaches in pocket) Where are the 
keys? 

Diprer (Gets off couch): I have them, 
Gus. I’m sorry. 

Gus: Bring Dipper with you! Tl 
watch the kid. Are there any papers 


or books around here to read? 
(Looks around) 

Kirk (Halfway to door right — dashes 
back to table and grabs book): You 
wouldn’t like this, Gus. I’m reading 
it. (Holds it behind his back) Terrible 
book — no pictures. (Dipper and 
Kirk exit right.) 

Gus (Sits on couch): Green guys! Boy, 
am I getting nervous. (Looks at his 
watch) At least Dipper hasn’t started 
stealing watches yet! Almost ten 


o’clock. Nearly time for your father, 
Billy. Well, at least you’re still all 
right. What do you have to say for 
yourself, kid? 

Brtiy: I’m hungry. Oh, hello, Auntie 
Liz! (Looks off left) 

Liz (Entering left): Hello, dear. 
you see my “Ghost Manual’? It’s 
almost time for the ten o’clock 
haunting and I just wanted to check 
up on the routine. 

Bitty: The what? 

Liz: The ten o’clock haunting. We 
have to haunt at ten P.M., mid- 
night, and two A.M. It does seem 
silly wandering around the house 
with a candle, and Millie in her 
chains, but we are ghosts, and duty’s 
duty. Well, I don’t see it, and it is 
getting near time. I’d better tell 
Millie to get ready. She doesn’t take 
it nearly seriously enough. She 
thinks it’s a lark! ([xits right) 

Brtiy: Good-bye! (Waves) 

Gus (Has been staring at Bitty): Who 
are you talking to? 
green guys? 

Bitty: Oh, no! 
(Gus nods, 
Just ghosts! 

Gus (Jumps off couch, stares at BILuy, 
then shakes head and sinks back on 
the couch): Him, too! Green guys. 
Ghosts. Someplace there must be 
a place where nobody’s crazy. Some- 
place! (There is a banging on the 
door off right.) 

Briuy: Your friends are back. 

Gus: Friends? Gus and Dipper? Il 
wonder if they’re real. 

Krrx (Entering right, followed by 
Diprer): The car’s all set, Gus. 
Dipper left your wallet and your 


Did 


You seeing 


Nothing like that. 
shrugs, and relaxes.) 





gun in the glove compartment. He 
was just practicing, Gus. 

Dipper: Yes, that’s right. I left your 
things there too, Kirk. (Gus and 
Kirk both check their pockets angrily.) 
Hey, when’s Billy’s father coming, 
Gus? 

Gus: Ten o’clock. (Looks at his watch.) 
It’s ten now. 
any 


He should be here 
minute. At least that’s 
thing you’ve never stolen, Dipper 

a wrist watch. 

Dipper: I never thought of it. (Grabs 
Kirk and points off left.) 
Kirk! Floating in 
candle, and chains! 

Kirk: I know it, but don’t let Gus 
know you see it! There’s no telling 
what he might do. (They huddle, 
frightened, down right. Laz enters, 
bearing a lighted candle. She is very 
poised. Following her is MIU.t18, 
with chains draped over her shoulders. 
Occasionally she flaps her arms like 
wings, clanking the chains. She 
waves to Bitty. They walk slowly, 
with occasional stops. They go around 
the table and chairs, by Gus, over 
toward Kirk and Dtprer, whom 
they circle. Then they walk off right, 
back on again, across the stage and off 
left.) 

Gus (When they first come on): Do you 
see anything strange? Kirk? 
per? 

Kirk: Green guys, you mean? 
Gus. 

Dipper: No green guys. 

Gus: Like a candle, floating in mid- 
air? 

Kirk: Candle, Gus? 
candle, Dipper? 

Dipper: No candle. 


one 


Look, 


mid-air —a 


Dip- 


No, 


Do you see a 


Gus: And chains, waving around? 

Kirk: Chains, Gus? Did you say 
chains? Dipper, do you see chains? 

Dipper: No chains. 
Gus. 


No, no chains, 


Kirk: Do you see chains, Gus? 
Dipper: And a candle? 

Gus: Who, me? No, I don’t see any- 
thing. I just wondered if you did. 
Kink: No, we don’t see anything, Gus. 
(Liz and Mik exit left.) 
Direrer: That’s right, Gus. 
that 
don’t see are gone now. 
Kirk: Yes, 


{ Pause) 
Those chains and candle we 
Gus, they went out there. 
(He points.) 
Briuy: I’m hungry! 
Gus (Jumping up): 


( That’s enough! 
nervous! Green 

Candles! Chains! There 
must be someplace in this world 
where nobody’s crazy. 

Kirk: The only place I can think of is 
jail. 


I’m very guys! 


Ghosts! 


Dipper: Nobody’s crazy in jail. 


Gus: That’s it! That’s it! I’ll call the 
police! Jail will be wonderful! 
(Dashes back to the phone, starts 
dialing.) Oh, boy, jail! 

Kirk: Oh, Gus! 

Dipper: Quiet, Kirk, Gus is nervous. 
Besides, he’s the brains. 

Kirk: Yeah. 

Gus (To 


This is 


telephone): Hello, police? 
‘Gus Chicken, the Gus 
. Yes, I want to go to 

. I de- 

serve it, don’t I? ... Yes, jail.... 
You promise? ... I’m at the old 
Hamlet house. . The boys are 
here, too. . . . Oh, sure, Billy’s all 
right. . . . It’s me, I want to go to 
jail... . You’ll come right away to 





arrest me? Oh, thank you. (He 
hangs up. There is a knocking on the 
door right.) Who’s there? 

Inspecror Dick (From off right): 
Open up, Chicken. It’s the police! 

Gus: That fast! (To Dipper) 
Let them in. Oh, boy! Jail! No 
crazy stuff. Oh, boy! 


was 


Dipper (Strides to door, swings tt open, 
bowing): Welcome, officers. (IN- 
specror Dick enters, followed by 
SERGEANT WEBB. 
coats. 


They wear trench 

Inspecror Dick looks around 

the room, spots Gus. SERGEANT 
Wess searches the three gangsters.) 

Inspector Dick: So there you are, 
Chicken. You never thought we’d 
catch you, did you? 

Gus: What do you mean? 
you! 

SERGEANT Wess (/gnoring him): Do 
you want 


I sent for 


to know how we found 

you, Gus? 

Kirk: He told you to come, over the 
telephone. 

Inspecror Dick: You made your mis- 
take when told Mr. Raneid 
where to meet you. He called up 
and we figured out how to find you, 
just like that. 

Dipper: I thought there was something 
wrong with this setup. 


you 


Kirk: Gus, these aren’t the cops you 
called. These are other cops. 

Gus: What difference does it make? I 
want to go to jail. 

SERGEANT Wess: Want to go to jail? 
Are you crazy? 

Gus: Don’t say that! 


Inspector Dick (Sees BrLiy): Say, 
there’s the boy: 
Billy? How did they treat you? 


Are you all right, 


Bitty: I’m all right, but they treated 
me terribly! 

SERGEANT Wess: What did they do, 
Billy? 

Bitty: They wouldn’t give me any 
peanut butter sandwiches. 

Inspecror Dick: What? (Jo Gus) 
Wait until the judge hears about this, 
Chicken. 

Gus: What’ll happen? 

SERGEANT Wess: You'll fry, Chicken! 

Inspector Dick: All right, let’s start 
to the jail! (Starts to herd them to the 
door right) 

Gus: Good idea! 

SERGEANT Wess: Wait, Inspector 
Dick! We haven’t shown them our 
badges yet. How do they know 
we’re really police? 

Gus: That’s all right. 

Kirk: We believe you. 

Inspecror Dick: Never mind. We 

Mine is right 
here, pinned to my wallet. (Starts 
to feel in his pocket, can’t find wallet) 

SERGEANT WEBB: (His 
also is missing.) 

Diperer: Oh, here they are. 
them) I’m 


have to be proper. 


So’s mine. 

(Produces 

sorry. I just have to 
practice. 

Inspecror Dick: That does it! 
on, off to jail, all of you. 

Gus: Oh, good! Just think, no chains 
and candles! (Hits right) 

Kirk: No ghosts! (zits) 

Dipper: No green guys! 


(‘ome 


(Exits, fol- 
lowed by SERGEANT WeEBB and IN- 
specror Dick) 

Bitty: Hey! What about me? 

Inspecror Dick: Don’t worry, Billy. 
We brought someone to take you 
home. Here she comes! (rits, 
Mrs. Rancip appears in the door- 





way. She is middle-aged, well- 
dressed. ) 

Mrs. Rancip: Billy! My baby! 

Bitty: Ma! (She rushes to him and 
embraces him.) 

Mrs. Rancip: They told me _ that 
you're all right, Billy. Look what I 
brought you, dear. A peanut butter 
sandwich! (Produces it from her 
handbag. BIL1y seizes it and tears off 
wrapping.) 

Bitty: Where’s the celery, Ma? 

Mrs. Rancrip: Oh, I forgot it, dear. 


Liz: That Billy Rancid just walked out 
of here all by himself without even 
saying good-bye, and he was eating a 
peanut butter sandwich. 

Miuie: You mean he took it without 
asking? Eating! He was eating? 

Liz: I saw him, Millie. 

Miture: Then he must have been a 
pixie all the time, even though he 
didn’t have a pointed head. 

Liz: Of course he was a pixie. You 
don’t think he was a person, do you? 

Minute: If only Mr. Caliban could 


Bruty: That’s all right, Ma. Nothing 
else matters, now that I have my 
peanut butter sandwich! 


have seen him! He always seems so 
lonely. He’s hardly been out of the 
drainpipe all evening. 

Liz: Well, back to business. Let’s see, 
how much time until the twelve 
o’clock haunting? (Looks at her 
wrist, gasps) 

Miure: What’s wrong, dear? 

Liz: My watch is missing! 


And you, 


Ma. You, too! (They exit right. Liz, 
standing in doorway left, calls off 
left.) 

Liz: Millie! Come here, dear, quickly! 
(She strides to the center and stares off 
right, her hands on her hips.) 


Miuuie: What is it, Liz? 
putting my chains away. 


I was just 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
SHADES OF RaNsoM 

Characters: 6 male; 3 female. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: Liz and Millie wear dresses of about 
forty years ago; Kirk, Gus and Dipper wear 
flashy suits and ties and carry hats; Billy is 
in an everyday outfit; the detectives are in 
dark suits and may also wear trench coats 
and felt hats; Mrs. Rancid is in a tailored 
dress or suit. 

Properties: Knitting materials, watch, and 
candle, for Liz; duster and chains, for 
Millie; pocket knife, for Kirk; 3 men’s 
wallets, keys, and 2 police badges, for 
Dipper; watch, for Gus; peanut butter 
sandwich, for Mrs. Rancid. 

Setting: The parlor in an old house. There is 
a lamp on a table in the center of the stage. 
The table is flanked by two high-backed 
rocking chairs. A sofa with a book on it is 
placed down left. There are exits left and 
right, with a clothes rack near the doorway 
at the right. There is a small telephone 
table against the wall up center. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
Haunts For Hire 
(Play on pages 1-12) 

Characters: 8 male; 6 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Frank and the Representative ure 
dressed in business suits. Velma Vampire 
and the Wardrobe Mistress are in dresses 
Carl is in work clothes. Bony wears tights, 
a red velvet cloak, and a skeleton mask. 
Harry wears black suit, gloves, and a cape 
over his head. Chilly W illy wears a rain- 
coat over sports clothes. Mrs. Vander- 
meer is in a suit and furs and carries a 
ee and gloves. Mrs. Marble, Mary 
Marble, and Molly Marble are in party 
clothes and wear scarves on their heads. 
Policeman and Messenger are in appropri- 
ate uniforms. 

Properties: Order blanks, wet sponges, pen, 
brief case containing contract, calling 
cards, three dollar bills, whistle, und box 
containing pumpkin and note. 

Setting: The office of Haunts for Hire. 
with four telephones is at left. Above it is 
sign saying You Dare ’Em, We Scare 
’Em! At right is large table cluttered with 
sheets, wigs, costumes, masks, props, and 
catalogue. Chains and boxes are on floor at 
side of table. 

Lighting: Blackouts as indicated. 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


No Treat For GILBERT 
(Play on pages 13-24) 

Characters: 2 male; 3 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Gilbert wears a conservative busi- 
ness suit and hat when he first appears. 
Later, he appears draped in a sheet. Madge 
wears an evening dress. Carol wears a 
skirt and sweater, or some other casual 
dress. Ross wears a pirate’s costume. Mrs. 
Vermillion wears an evening dress and a 
formal coat. She carries a party purse. 

Properties: Corsage in cellophane bag and a 
laundry bag, for Carol; dry cleaner’s bag 
containing woman’s short coat; for Madge; 
tuxedo on hanger, for Ross. 

Setting: The comfortable and attractive living 
room of the Pipers. There are three en- 
trances to the room — the outside door at 
center back, a door at left of stage which 
connects with the rear portion of the house, 
and a door at right of stage which opens 
into the library. At downstage right are 
divan and coffee table. At downstage left 
is an armchair. A magazine rack stands at 
side of chair. The living room table is lo- 
cated against wall upstage and to immedi- 
ate left of center door. On table are two 
grotesque Halloween masks. 

| Lighting: No special effects. 


| Sounds: Doorbell as indicated. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


A Case ror Two Derectives 
(Play on pages 25-34) 

Characters: 6 male; 6 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern everyday dress for Susan, 
Mrs. Barton, Mrs. Ashby, Miss Marlowe, 
Mr. Allen, Mrs. Allen and Quentin Van 
Quentin. Announcer wears a dark suit. 
Annie is dressed in a maid’s costume. 
Servants are dressed in butlers’ outfits. 
Second Servant wears a black mask as di- 
rected in the script. Mr. Allen wears a wig. 
Rivets O'Neill wears a slouch hat and a 
trench coat with a turned-up collar. He also 
has a bright tie. 

Properties: Gun for Rivets; gun for 2nd 
Servant; magnifying glass; cuff links; key; 

apers; scripts; wrist watch for Miss 
Marlowe. 

Setting: Drawing room in the Bartons’ Long 
Island home. French doors leading to en- 
trances are located right and left. A mirror 
hangs on wall right. Other chairs, tables and 
lamps comprise furnishings. The settin 
may be rather lavish and furnished in g 
taste. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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The Ghost Walks Tonight 


by Jessie Nicholson 


Characters 

Bub 

HENRY , his frie nd 

Prewer, Henry's small brother 

Jor, a burglar 

AL, his dull-witted companion in crime 

POLICE OFFICER 

Dick 

SAM 

BILL) 

GINNY 

SUSAN 

NANCY 

Time: Early evening, Halloween. 

SETTING: The living room of an aban- 
doned old house. 

At Rise: The room is unoccupied. After 
a moment, Bup and HENRY peer in 
from an open window. They are hold- 
ing lanterns aloft. PEEWEE squeezes 
in between them, wearing a sheet and 
carrying a jack-o-lantern. 

Henry: Gosh, it looks awfully spooky 
in there. 

Bup: So what? That’s the 

haunted house is supposed to look. 

Come on— I'll go first. (He leaps 

sill. Henry follows, and 

then PEEWER, with some difficulty, 

Footlights come 


way a 


over the 


wriggles his way in. 
up dimly.) 


Henry (Pointing with trembling finger 


to table): L 

bones! 
Bun: They aren’t bones, silly. They’re 

just chunks of fallen plaster from 


look at the pile of — of 


that hole in the ceiling. (Pointing 
upwards then enthusiastically 
What a perfectly swell place for a 
ghost! 

PEEWEE (Loudly): 1 want to go home. 

Bun: Aw, there’s nothing to be scared 
of, Peewee. Just an old, empty 
house, isn’t it, Hen? 

Henry: Yeah, I guess so. I kind of 
wish we weren’t going to stay here 
all night, though. 

PEEWEE ([owling): | want to go home. 

Henry (Jn disgust): Why didn’t you 
think of that sooner? I would have 
been glad to leave you there. But no, 
you bawled until Mom said we had 
to take you along. 

PEEWEE (Dejectedly): I thought we 
were going to everybody’s houses 
and get our bags filled up. (Looking 
unhappily into the empty paper bag 
he has been hopefully carrying) 

Bubp: Shucks — that’s only for little 
kids. 

Peewee: But I am a little kid. 
ing to howl again) 


(Start- 


Bup: What are we going to do with 
him? 

Henry (Taking a bag of candy out of 
his pocket reluctantly and dumping it 
into PrkEWEE’s bag): I was saving 
these for later but I guess we have to 
shut him up. Now, Peewee, you can 
take your jack-o-lantern and walk 
up and down in front of the house. 
Then you can warn us if you see any- 
body coming. 





PEEWEE: Who are you (Sniffling) ex- 
pecting? 

Bun: Oh, just some old ghosts, goblins 
and witches. 
ing again.) 

Henry (Jn disgust): Now, see what 
you did. 

Bun: They’re just kids dressed up like 
you are, Peewee. And they’re going 
to try to scare us out of here. Hen 
and I bet them we’d stay all night in 
this fine old haunted house. If we 
win we each get a double scoop ice 
cream cone. And we'll share with 
you if you'll be good and do what 
you’re told. (PrEwerrE howls louder 
than ever.) 

Henry (Jn exasperation): What’s the 
matter now? 

PEEWEE: I! want a whole ice cream cone 
for myself! 

Henry: All right 
get a whole ice cream cone. Come 
on, out the window you go. (They 
lift him over the sill quickly.) 

Bup (Rubbing his hands together ex- 
pectantly): Now, with it a little quiet 
around here, we can really enjoy 
this fine old haunted house. 

Henry (Shivering, as he looks around 
apprehensively): It’s too quiet if you 
ask me. (A creaking noise is heard 
offstage.) W-what was that? 

Bup: Aw, just the wind blowing a 
shutter. There are a lot of loose 
ones on the front of the house. I 
noticed them when we came in. 

Henry: Oh-h — say, where did you 
tell your mother you were going to 
stay tonight? 

Bup: At your house — what’d you tell 
your mother? 

Henry: That I was going to stay at 


(PEEWEE begins yell- 


all right — so you 
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I kind of wish I was. 

Bup: You getting cold feet or some- 
thing? 

Henry: I guess not. Only it is kind of 
lonesome here all by ourselves. 

Bup (Enthusiastically): What do you 
say we explore? 

Henry (Falteringly): Ex-explore? 

Bup: Sure why not? We might 
find some hidden treasure in this 
good, old haunted house. 

Henry (Jn a hollow voice): Or a ghost. 

Bup (Scoffingly): I don’t believe in 
ghosts. 

Henry (Swallowing): Me either. (The 
rattle of a heavy chain is heard and 
Henry grabs hold of Bun fearfully. 
Even Bun looks startled.) 

Bup: Creepers — what do you suppose 
that was? (They have their backs 
toward the window and PEEWEE leans 
in and drops an automobile tire chain 
noisily on the floor. With a youl 
Bup and Henry leap a foot in the air. 
PEEWEE giggles convulsively. Both 
boys spin around.) 

PEEWEE (Stil! giggling): It sure doesn’t 
take much to scare you fellows. Just 
a little bitty old chain I found under 
the window. 

Henry (Furiously): What’s the big 
idea? 

Bup: Yeah — what are you trying to 
do, Peewee? Hen thought the ghost 
was walking for sure. 

Henry (Expostulating): I thought — 
what do you mean, I thought? 
(PEEWEE backs hastily out of sight.) 

Bup (Placatingly): Aw, come on, Hen, 
let’s explore. 

Henry: Well— you go first, then. 
(Henry follows Bun through door on 
right wall, upstage. Footlights out but 


yours. 





come up again a moment later when 
PEEWEE thrusts his head in at the 
window with his lantern.) 
PEEWEE: Hey, Henry — Bud 
are you? There’s someone coming 
(When the boys fail 
to appear, Peewee scrambles through 


where 
down the road. 
the window.) I don’t want to meet 
up with any old goblins, witches or 
I'll just hide behind the 
(He 


squeezes behind the sofa with his jack- 


ghosts. 
sofa so they won’t see me. 
o-lantern. Laghts out except for blue 
overhead. Enter two burglars with 
flashlights, their caps pulled low and 
black kerchiefs tied over the lower parts 
of their faces. Footlights come up 
dimly. Au is very big and clumsy- 
looking and is carrying a small black 
hag which he sets on the table. Jon is 
small, thin and sharp-voiced.) 
Jor (Pulling down his kerchief): 1 figger 
this oughta be a good place to lie low 
couple of hours. 
match with which he appears to light 


for a (Seratches 


oil lamp on table. Actually turns on 


electric switch. up 
full.) 

Au (Stutters, speaking through his ker- 
chief): If th-there are no h-haunts! 
Joe (Yanking down Au’s_ kerchief 

which falls to the floor): Whatcha 

talkin’ about? 
Au: You know, Joe 

their nighties! 
Joe: Aw, cut it out, Al. Be your age. 
Au (Protestingly): But J-Joe, it’s Hal- 


Footlights come 


g-g-ghosties in 


loween, when the g-g-graves give up 


their d-d-dead. I know. I’ve seen 
‘em walkin’. 

Jor (Disgusted): Seen what, stupid? 

Au: Like I s-s-said - 


veow! 


haunts and ghosts 
(Au has suddenly spied 
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PEEWEE’S sheeted figure as he creeps 
out from opposite side of sofa to get a 
glimpse of strangers. PEEWEE hastily 
draws back behind the sofa again.) 

AL 
points a trembling finger towards the 


Jor: What ails you anyhow? 


sofa but is unable to get any words out. 
Jor goes to look where Au is pointing 
but finds 
think you’re not quite right in the 
head. Nobody’s there. 
we'll look the joint over. We might 


even get a little shut-eye before we 


nothing.) Sometimes I 


Come on, 
have to lam outa here. 


AL 


his collar): But Joe, I s-s-saw a haunt 


Running a finger nervously inside 

honest. I saw it with my own 
eves. 

Jor (Growling): You see too much 
that’s what. Come 

He 

They extt through second 

PEE- 


WEE crawls out from behind the sofa 


on now, get 
movin’. 
flashlight. 


door on right wall, downstage. 


prods him with his 


and puts his pumpkin lantern on the 

table.) 
PEEWEE: Gosh — they must have bet 
somebody they could sleep in this 
good, old haunted house all night, 
too. I wonder if they’re going to get 
double scoop ice cream cones if they 
win. (He spies black bag burglars 
have left on table and approaches it 
I didn’t notice this 
black bag before. 
it 


with curiosity. 
I guess I’ll just 
(He pu ks at 


up and is about to open it when voices 


see what has in it. 


are heard outside window. PREWEE 
scurries behind the sofa again, taking 
the bag with him. Enter three boys and 
Hallow een 


carrying lanterns. 


three girls in costumes, 


SusSAN (Pointing to PreweEr’s lantern 





on table): Look kids—a_ jack-o- 
lantern. They must be here. 

Dick (Jeeringly): Looks to me like 
they’ve run off 
in their hurry. 

Sam (Picking up Av’s black kerchief off 
the floor): Say, what’s this? Do you 
suppose Henry’s started wearing 
bandanas? (The girls giggle.) 

BinLy (Grabbing kerchief): 1 know what 
to use it for. (He is dressed to look 
like a tramp with his cap pulled low, 
and he ties kerchief over lower part of 
face. Threateningly, with his hand 
cocked like a gun.) Stick ’em up! 


left their lantern 


Nancy: Oh, Billy, you’re a_ panic. 
(There is a loud noise offstage right 
like someone falling over a heavy ob- 
ject. A hush falls on the group.) 

Gunny (Falteringly): W-what was that? 

Dick (Cheerfully): Must be Hen and 
Bud tripping over the ghost. 

Brtiy (Pulling down kerchief): Come 
on, kids, let’s hide in the other room 
(Pointing to door on left wall) and 
give them a real scare when they 
come in. 


Sam (Picking up chain by window): 
We'll take this good, old chain with 


us. We can make plenty of ghostly 
with that. (They all exit 
through left side door, NaNcy carry- 


ing PEEWEER’s lantern. 


noises 


Enter Joe 
and Au, through right door downstage, 
Au limping painfully and groaning.) 

Joe: Pipe down, will you. Why 
couldn’t you look where you were 


goin’? 


Au (Reproachfully): In the d-d-dark, 
Joe? 

Joe (Disgustedly): Those big feet of 
yours would fall over each other in 
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the middle of Main Street at high 
noon! Now, where’s that bag? 

Au (Looking all around stupidly): Vm 
s-s-sure I left it right here on the 
t-t-table, Joe. 

Jor: You’re sure — that’s just fine and 
dandy. How can you be sure you’re 
sure? 

Au (Scratching his head): Maybe I’m 
not s-s-sure, Joe. 

Jor (Slowly, painstakingly): Listen Al, 
try and think — way back to five 
minutes ago. (Then shouting, his 
face close to A’s) What did you do 
with that bag? 

A (Suspiciously) : Maybe the g-g-ghost 
took it! 

Jor (Groaning): You oughta have your 
brains examined — what there is of 
em. 

Au (Pleased): My 
Gee, thanks. 

Jor (Roughly): Come on, find that bag. 


b-b-brains, Joe? 


(Jor begins turning the room inside 
out, throwing the upholstered cushions 
from the sofa on the floor and tossing 
papers and books about in a perfect 
frenzy. Au follows him around, pick- 
ing up things after him.) 

Au (Muttering): Gee, you’re making an 
awful m-m-mess of this place, Joe. 
(While their backs are turned, PrE- 
WEE creeps out and draws one of the 
sofa cushions behind the sofa. When 
Au picks up cushions to replace them, 
he fusses with them confusedly, trying 
to make two go where three should be. 
Jor ts still tossing things around. Au 
tries to attract Jow’s attention and 
failing this, follows him about, tugging 
at his sleeve.) 

Jor (Shaking him off): Let go of me. 
What’s the matter with you anyhow? 





Au: One of the cushions is m-m-missin’ 
Joe. It just sort of (Swallowing hard) 
d-d-disappeared. (PrEWEE slides 
the cushion out again while Au is 
explaining. ) 

Jor (Turning around): There’s your 
cushion, dummy — right in front of 

your eyes. 

mouthed. Chain can be heard clank- 
ing in room offstage left.) 


(Au stares at it open- 


Au (In a panic): I’m g-g-gettin’ outa 
but fast. 

through the window. ) 
Jor 


here - (He makes a leap 
here, 
stupid. (He follows after him just as 
Dick opens the door a crack and peers 


(Shouting): Come back 


into room.) 
kids, 
did we give 


Come 
Whew 
You should have seen 
Bud’s legs flying through the win- 
dow. 


Dick (Entering): on, 
they’re gone. 


them a scare! 


SAM (Crossing to the opposite side of 


room): I wish we could have heard 
These old 
walls must be pretty thick. (He 
lis 


knock is returned, apparently from 


what they were saying. 
knocks on wall experimentally. 


somewhere upstairs. GINNY screams, 
Nancy grabs Susan by the arm.) 

Bitty (With assumed bravado): Try it 
again, whe. happens. 
(Sam knocks again but timidly this 
time. 
fore os 

Ginny: Let’s go home, kids. 
like this place. 

Nancy: Me either. 

Dick Now, wait a minute. 


Sam. See 


His knock is returned as be- 

[ don’t 
We have 
this thing scientifically. 


There must be some kind of an echo 
here. 


to view 


It was the same number of 
raps each time. See, I'll show you. 


(He raps three times distinctly but 
this time the raps are followed by a 
terrific clatter offstage like that of an 
iron bar falling down a flight of stairs.) 

BiL.y: Some echo! 

Ginny (Who has started for the window, 
drawing back): Someone’s coming. I 
hear footsteps. 

Sam: Must be Bud and Henry again. 
Nobody else ever uses this old back 

Let’s hide quick 

(They exit 

hurriedly through door on left. A mo- 

ment later Jog and Au enter, JoE 
pushing Au ahead of him through the 


window. ) 


road but us kids. 


vefore they get here. 


Jor: Now, you do what you’re told 
when you’re told to do it, dummy 
understand? nd 

Au (Penitently): Y-y-yes, Joe. 

Jor: You gotta stir them cobwebs outa 
your brain and remember what you 
did with that bag 

Au: C-e-cobwebs, Joe? 


understand? 
Did you say 
cobwebs? 

Jor (Growling): Stop asking questions 
and start answering a few. 

Au: Yes, Joe. Maybe if I lie d-d-down 
on the sofy, the blood ’ll rush to my 
feet outa my head and I can t-t-think 
more clearly. (JOE paces back and 

forth nervously, still searching for the 

bag as Au lies pondering the situation. 


Suddenly he leaps up with a sharp 


cry of pain.) lve b-b-been stabbed 
in the back. I told you g-g-ghosts 
were walkin’ tonight! 

What kind of a ghost 
could stab you in the back? It’s 
probably that pin in your suspenders. 
What am I gonna do with you? Here 
we pull a job that would put us on 
easy street and you gum up the 


Jor: Nonsense! 





works like always. 
nothin’ but bad luck. 

Au (Penitently): Um Joe, 
Maybe I should go and d-d-drown 
myself or somethin’. 

Jor (Pounding the wall in a fury): I 
pretty near knock my brains out 
trvin’ to make somethin’ worth- 
while outa you and what do I get 
(The 
above. More slowly, looking up) and 
— and what do I get? 

Au (Shakily): A 
d-d-dead 


You bring me 


S-8-SOrry, 


pounding is answered from 


a message from the 

You can’t 
s-s-say you didn’t hear that, Joe boy. 

Jor: No, I guess I can’t. What’s goin’ 
on here anyhow? 
double-crossed? Come on upstairs. 
We'll look into this right off. 

Au (Running a finger inside his collar 
nervously): If it’s all the s-s-same to 
you Joe, I'll stay here. 

Jor: Oh, no you don’t I don’t trust 
you outa my sight. Come on, we'll 
try this other door. It oughta get us 
upstairs. (AL shuffles after Jon, try- 
ing to shrink down behind him, through 
door at right, upstage. Bup and 
Henry enter through window.) 

Henry: It was lucky that trellis was 
right by the window so we could get 
away before the gang got upstairs. 
They’re going to get good and fooled 
when they try and find us. Boy, I 
bet we gave them a scare. 

Bup: Hey —I just thought of some- 
thing. Where’s Peewee? 

Henry (Leaning out the window and 
calling in a stage whisper): Ps-st, 
Peewee — where are you? (There is 
no reply, nor is there any response 
from behind sofa.) 

Bup: He must have gone home. 


maybe? 


Are we bein’ 


Henry (Worrtedly): Mom’s not going 


to like this very much. Maybe I’d 
better go home, too. 

Bup: Now, Hen, you’ve got to stick 
this thing out. 
honor is at stake. 

Henry: Yeah, I suppose so. Hey 
look —- what’s that moving there be- 
side the sofa? 

Bup: It’s just a little, old black bag. 
It couldn’t have been moving. 

Henry: But | tell you I saw it come 
sliding out. 


Remember, our 


(PEEWEE yawns noisily 
and both boys back hastily away.) 
Come on, let’s go home. 

Bup (/n loud stage whisper): Don’t you 
see —- it’s just one of the kids trying 
to scare us. Act as though you 

didn’t notice anything. (//e begins 
to whistle tunelessly.) 

Henry (Pointing to bag): I wonder 
what’s in it? 

Bup (Hoarsely): That’s what they 
want you to wonder. I wouldn’t 
touch it with a ten-foot pole. 

Henry (Speculatively): Still, Ud kind 
of like to know. (While Bun gets 
down on the floor and tries to peer be- 
neath the sofa, Henry tiptoes over to 
bag and opens it cautiously. Raising 
his voice) Jiminy crickets! (He 
lifts up handful of paper money won- 
deringly) Look what’s in here! 

Bup (Sitting up and staring in awe): 
Jeepers those kids must 
found the hidden treasure in 
house before we did. 

Henry: I don’t think it’s 
treasure. It’s nice and 
clean looking. I think it’s — stolen 
money! (Fearfully) Somebody may 
even be bound and — and 
behind the sofa there. 


have 
this 


hidden 


new and 


ragged 





Bup (Darkly): Or shot maybe — that 
kind of sounded like a groan before! 

Henry: We have to do something. 

Bubp: Yeah but what? 

Henry (Jn a hollow voice): We have 
to look (Bup shakes 
his head but Henry, suddenly em- 
boldened, pulls sofa out to left, reveal- 
ing PEEWER, curled up asleep. Squeal- 
ing) Bud (And then 
in sudden terror when PEEWEE doesn’t 


and see! 


it’s Peewee. 

move) He’s unconscious! 

Bup: Shucks, he’s just asleep. Must 
have kicked that good old bag out 
while he was dreaming. 
Peewee! 


(Shouting 

(Leans over and shakes him) 

PEEWEE (Sitting wp and rubbing his 
eyes): Where — where am I? 

Henry (In disgust): Well, you’re not 
home in bed. What’s the big idea 
sleeping under the sofa? 

PEEWEE (/ndignantly): | 
asleep. | 


was not 

I was just hiding. 

Henry: Who were you hiding from? 

PEEWEE: Oh, from all the ghosts, gob- 
lins and witches and — and Al and 
Joe of course. 

Bup and Henry (Together): Aland Joe? 

PEEWEE: Yeah. Boy, did I have a 
good time scaring them! 
I like Halloween. 

Henry (Pressingly): Yes, but who are 
Al and Joe? 

PEEWEx: Why, they’re staying here all 
night just like we are. 

Henry (Falteringly): 
night? 

PEEWEE Yeah — I 
they’ve gone to bed right now — per- 
haps. Joe was pretty mad when 
they couldn’t find that good old bag. 
I guess maybe it’s got their pajamas 
in it. 


(Giggling) 


S-staying all 


(Yawning): bet 


sup (Snickering nervously): Some pa- 
jamas! 

Henry (ELxcttedly): Al and Joe must 
be burglars, all right. And they’re 
hiding out somewhere here this very 
minute! (The door on left wall opens 
mysteriously and closes again squeak- 
ily. 

Bubp: Ye-ow! 
window. ) 
PEEWEE (Giggling): Who’s afraid of 

ghosts now? 

Henry (Swallowing hard): Me. Come 
on. (Dragging PEEWEE towards the 
window 


(He jumps through the 


Prewre: But Henry (Pointing towards 
the door on left), that’s only — (He 
gets no further for HENRY boosts him 
through the window and follows after 
him hastily. The other children enter 
from left laughing.) 

Dick: That sure was showing them. 
Do they scare easy! 

Ginny: I’m getting tired of this silly 
game. I’d rather be out ringing 
doorbells. 

Nancy: Me, too. 

Bixy: Say, look 
on the table. 


they left a little bag 


Sam (Cautiously): Probably on pur- 
pose. I wouldn’t touch that little 


old bag with a ten-foot pole. 

Dick: Me either. They needn’t think 
they can catch us that easy. I won- 
der what’s in it? 


Nancy (Running her tongue over her 
lips): Maybe a midnight snack. 

Sam: Do you really think so? I’m aw- 
fully hungry. 

Bitty (Testing the bag for weight): It’s 
kind of heavy but not too heavy. 
Say kids, did you ever taste Mrs. 





Baxter’s banana cream pie? It’s one 
of Henry’s favorite dishes. 

Ginny: Yum, yum! 

Dick: And Bud’s mother makes swell 
fudge cake with frosting two inches 
thick! 

Bruty (Still testing bag for weight): 
Could be, fellows. 

CuILprREN (Jn chorus): Let’s open it. 
(They all crowd around Biuuy as he 


opens the bag. A loud groan of dis- 


appointment goes up.) 

Buty (Disgustedly): Only some old 
money! 

Sam (Grabbing a handful and throwing 
it in the air): Must be play money. 


Bud and Henry trying to make an 

Who did they think 
they were going to foo]? 

Susan: Yeah - 
more of the money around. 
others do likewise.) 

Ginny (Suddenly): Ss-sh, kids. I think 
I heard something. (They all listen. 
Muffled soundsare heard offstage, right) 

Bitty: Maybe Bud and Hen have 
come back and are sneaking around 
the place. Let’s hide before they 
come in here. (They al! exit through 
door on left. Au enters through door 
on right, upstage.) 


impression. 


who? (She throws some 


All the 


Au (In dismay): G-g-gee, Joe, there 
must have b-b-been a strong wind 
blowin’ in here or — or somethin’. 
(Enter Jon, pushing Au aside.) 

Jor: Well — how do you like that? 

Au: I t-t-told you there was a g-g-ghost 
at work. See, the sofy’s even been 
pushed out. That’s where it was 
hiding, like I told you, J-J-Joe. 

Jor: Let’s pick up the dough quick and 
scram outa here. I don’t like the 
looks of things. 


Au: Me either, Joe. They say you 
e-c-can’t take it with you but some 
g-g-ghost was tryin’ to, I guess. 
(They start gathering up the money on 
hands and knees. As they crawl be- 
side sofa, they get out of range of vision 
of door on left except for their feet. 
Bitty opens the door and peers in 
cautiously. He has pulled kerchief 
over lowe: part of face.) 

Bitty (Stepping into room, holding 
hand in pocket like a gun cocked): 
Stick ’em up, you lugs, or 1’ll fill you 
with slugs! (AL and Jor come up 

slowly, hands raised. At unexpected 

sight of burglars, BILLy’s knees begin 
to buckle and he gives a low groan, 
dropping his pose of gunman. Jor 

At the same 

time a PoLicE OFFICER appears at 

with Bup, Henry and 
PEEWEE behind him. Orricrer climbs 
in hastily, the boys follow. 

Orricer (Sharply): Hands up, men. 

Jor (Without turning): V1l take care of 
this little punk Al, you take care of 
that one. (He wrestles with Bruvy. 
Enter other boys and girls from left, 
girls gasping in fright, boys pitching 
in to help Bury get Joe down on the 
floor. 
FICER with revolver aimed at him.) 

Au: B-b-but Joe — this is no t-t-time 
for playin’ cops and robbers. (Orrt- 
cER slips a pair of handcuffs over 
Av’s hands and then handcuffs Jor, 
who has been subdued by the combined 
efforts of Sam, Bitty and Dicx.) 

Orricer (70 children): Boys, I have 
to hand it to you. You’ve all done 
a splendid job— you (Turning to 
Bup and Henry) for reporting a sus- 
pected crime promptly and you (To 


; ° Oe. 
makes a dive for him. 


the window 


Au turns around and sees Or- 





the others) for bringing down a crimi- 
nal so courageously. 
Ginny (Indignantly): How about the 
girls? Don’t we get any credit? 
Susan: Yeah — how about us? 
OrricER (Smothering a smile): Ah — 
er — yes, of course you get credit. 
A beautiful girl always acts as an 
incentive to encourage a 
bravery. (The girls titter.) 
Sam (Disgustedly): All they did was 
scream. 


’ 
mans 


Orricer: And what’s more, there’s a 
reward offered for these crooks, Rat- 
face Joe MeGirk and Dopey Al 
Swenson. I recognized them right 
off. They’re wanted in a good many 
cities, and you children will get a 
share of the reward money. 


Au (Happily): D-d-did you hear that, 


Joe? They’re going to w-w-win 
money on us! That’s nice. I guess 
it s-s-sort of makes us famous — huh, 
Joe? 

Jor (Sullenly): Pipe down, dummy. 
(PEEWEE, who has been hiding be- 
hind Henry, still wearing his sheet, 
suddenly begins to howl.) 

Henry (Pulling him out in front of 
him): Now, what’s the matter with 
you? 

PEEWEE: You said we were going to 
win ice cream cones! 

Au (Who has begun to shake at the sight 
of PrEEWwEr’s sheeted figure): Ye-ow 

Joe — a g-g-ghostie in his nightie! 
(He falls flat on the floor in a dead 
faint.) 

THE END 


Because of the popularity of this play, it has been re- 
printed from the October, 1951, issue. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Guost WaLks TONIGHT 


Characters: 9 male; 3 female. (If desired, the 
cast may be made all-male by eliminating 
the girls’ speeches or giving these speeches 
to male characters.) 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: The girls and boys wear Halloween 
costumes. Peewee is dressed in a sheet. 
Bud and Henry wear everyday clothes. 
Billy is dressed to look like a tramp. Al and 
Joe wear dark suits and caps and black ker- 
chiefs. The officer wears a police uniform. 

Properties: Lanterns, jack-o-lantern, paper 
bag, bag of candy, tire chain, flashlights, 
small black bag filled with money, match, 
revolver, handcuffs. 


Setting: The living room of an abandoned old 
house. Upstage left is a worn sofa with up- 
holstered cushions and sagging springs. Up- 


stage left and right are large windows. 
Curtains hang limply from broken rods at 
the tops of the windows, and the window at 
right is open. At center is a table holding 
an oil lamp, old magazines, and fallen 
plaster. Torn newspapers are scattered 
over the floor. Other pieces of broken, 
dusty furniture are placed about the room. 
Pictures hang crookedly on the walls and 
books are placed on broken shelves. There 
are two doors on the right wall, the one 
downstage leading to the rear of the house, 
the one upstage leading upstairs. A door 
on the left wall leads to another room. 
Lighting: A dim blue overhead should be used 
for night effect. Footlights dim and 
brighten as indicated in the text until they 


come up and stay full after Joe lights the 
table lamp. 





The Mayor of Burgville 


by Claribel Spamer 


Characters 

Mr. Fumsir, Mayor of Burgville, 
plump and worried-looking 

Miss ScrIBBLE, his secretary, tall and 
prim-looking 

Mr. Srratevine, the Burgville ac- 
countant, thin and nervous 

Mrs. Busygpopy, a housewife, self- 
important 

Mr. Cartcuem, a businessman, blustery 

Miss CaGe, pet shop owner, motherly 

Mr. MEANWELL, Humane Society man, 
flustered 

CoNnsTABLE BLossirt, swper-efficient 

WoMEN OF BURGVILLE 

True: The present. 

Serrinc: The office of the Mayor of 
Burgville. A huge framed sign, with 
the words, “No task, however earth- 
shaking or trivial it may be- 
hangs on the wall. 

At Rise: Mr. FuMBLE, Miss ScrisBLE, 
and Mr. STRATELINE are seated at 
their desks. A phone on Mr. FUMBLE’S 
desk rings. He reaches for it, but 
draws back his hand. Miss ScripBLe 
jumps up, runs to his desk, and lifts 
phone. 


Miss Scrips_e: Mr. Fumble’s office. 
(Listens. Mr. FumBie leans for- 
ward, and Mr. SrTRATELINE is obvi- 
ously forgetting his work to await out- 
come of call.) That’s terrible! I’ll tell 
the Mayor at once. Yes, he will 
phone you within the hour. (Hangs 
up) 
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Mr. FumMBuLE: Well? 
sits on his desk.) 
Miss ScripBLe: That was Mrs. Busy- 
body. She wants you to do some- 
thing about her mice. 

Mr. FumMsBie: Mice! - 

Muss Scripsue: Yes. She is frightened 
to death. It can be a situation for a 
town, you know. Remember 


(Miss ScriIBBLE 


Hamelin. 

Mr. FumBie (Rubbing his chin): Yes, 
but we’ve no piper here. (Wath dis- 
gust) Mice! My first day in office 
and I’m asked to deal with (Con- 
temptuously) mice! 

Miss Scripste (Looking at framed 
paper): Remember, Mayor, no task 
however trivial 


Mr. Srratretine (Coming from behind 
own desk): Your campaign promise. 
(iMaves a hand at it) By the way, 
where’s the rest of it? 


Mr. FumBueE: It wouldn’t fit on the 


paper. It said, after that, “will re- 
ceive my full attention, my best 
efforts for achieving” — or was it 
“tackling’’? 

Miss Scrippie: And? 

Mr. FumBie (Standing and gesturing, 
in loud voice): “And will, I assure 
you, will not be given up until a 
satisfactory solution” — no, I guess 

(Begins to 
rummage in his desk) It’s here some- 
where. 

Miss Scrissie: Oh, bother! 


I said “completion.” 





Mr. FumBue (Looking wp): What? 

Miss Scrissie: What’s the solution 
for this problem? 

Mr. FumBie (Walking up and down): 
Well — ah 

Mr. STRATELINE: 
Simple. 

Mr. FumBue (Punching a fist into his 
other hand): That’s it! Miss Scribble, 
call Mrs. Busybody. No, wait! [ll 
call her myself. The personal touch. 


Cats, of course. 


(Goes to desk and picks up phone. 
I should send 
But I don’t 


Sets it down again.) 
her a cat, I suppose. 
have a cat! 
Mr. Srravevine: Get Miss 
She runs the Honeylamb Pet Shop. 
Mr. FumBue: Miss Scribble, get Miss 


Cage. 


Cage and tell her to bring over a cat. 
We'll Blobbit to 
Mrs. Busybody with it. (Miss 
SCRIBBLE picks up phone.) 

Miss Ciive 
Orabelle Cage, please. Orabelle, this 
is Nellie. Mr. kumble wants a cat. 
What? Oh, just a minute. (Jo Mr. 
FumMBLE) What color? 

Mr. Fumsie (Gesturing): 
ah 

Mr. SrrATELINE: Black. White shows 
up at night. The mice would see it. 

Miss Scrirpsie: Mr. Strateline says 

the Mayor black. 
(Hangs up) She’ll bring it over her- 
self. 

Mr. FuMBLE: where 
Blobbit is. (Picks up phone. Miss 
SCRIBBLE goes to window, and begins 
to beckon to someone.) Annie, give 
me Mrs. Busybody. Harrumph! 
This is the Mayor speaking. About 
your mice — I am sending a cat at 
once. A black one. No bother at all. 


send Constable 


SCRIBBLE: Annie? me 


Well — 


I mean 


Says 


Good. See 


No task, however 
LINE glares at him.) Never mind. 
What? Your 
Well, I'll send six cats then. 


once! 


(Mr. STRATE- 


friends’ 


Good-bye. 
mice? 
Yes, at 


and wipes his brow.) 


(Puts down phon 

Quick, get 
Miss Cage at once! (Mr. 
LINE picks up phone.) 

Mr. SrRATELINE: Six cats, I take it. 
Miss Cage, please. 


STRATE- 


Orabelle, the 
Bring six of 
Any color. 


Mayor’s office again. 
them. Cats, of course. 
Marmalade? They can be purple 
for all I (Hangs up. Miss 
SCRIBBLE returns from window. ) 
Miss ScripB_e: The constable is down 
there now. (Mr. 


care! 


He’ll be right up. 
MEANWELL enters. ) 
Mr. MraANWELL: Is 

Fumble’s office? 
Miss ScRIBBLE: Name, please? 
Mr. Meanwell, 

Hampton Humane 


this Mayor 


MEANWELL: Jerry 


City Society 
representative. 
Miss ScripsLe: Mr. Jerry Meanwell 
you heard, Mayor. Will you see 
him? 


Mr. FumBie (Shrugging): I’m already 
seeing him. (Mr. MEANWELL pumps 
his hand.) 


Mr. Mranwe.u: How do you do, sir? 
(There are loud meows offstage.) I 
came to Burgville— (Miss CaGs 
enters, carrying a huge cage with a 
cover over it. CONSTABLE BLOBBIT 
follows her.) 

Miss Cace: Here are the cats, 
Fumble. 

ConsTABLE B.Loppir: 
orders, Mr. Mayor? 

Mr. Fumpie: Ah! (Takes cage from 
Miss CaGr and hands it to Con- 
STABLE Buopptr.) Deliver this at 


Mr. 


What are my 





once to Mrs. Busybody on Cherry 
Street. 

ConsTaABLE Biopsitr (Saluting): Aye, 
aye, sir! That is to say, yes sir! 
(Exits. Loud meows heard briefly 
offstage.) 

Mr. Fumpie: You'll excuse me, Mr. 
Meanwell. This is a very busy day. 
I have some business to settle with 
Miss Cage. (Mr. MEANWELL nods 
sourly and walks, hands behind back, 
to rear of room.) Now, Miss Cage, 
what does Burgville owe you for the 
cats? 

Miss CaGe: Let me see. Three dollars 
for the black; she’s a good mouser. 
One for the gray. Five for the 
marmalade. For the calico, two. 
For the white I’ll give you one for 
helping me get rid of her; she was a 
nuisance. And for the other gray, 
three. What does that come to? 

Mr. SrratTevine (Figuring madly): 
Thirteen dollars. Unlucky. 

Miss CacGe: Then I’ll give you two for 
taking the white. That makes it 
twelve. 

Mr. Fumsie: Hmm. Now the prob- 
lem is, from where do we take the 
money? 

Miss Scripsie: Out of Miscellaneous. 
Cats are miscellaneous as far as I 
can see. 

Mr. SrraTeE.ine: No, it wouldn’t be 
legal. If the town supplies citizens 
with cats, there must be an allotted 
fund for it. 

Mr. MEANWELL (Poking his nose close 
to FumBue’s): Haven’t you a hu- 
mane fund? 

Mr. SrraTevine: That 
charity. This isn’t. 

Mr. Fumsue: I know! (Joyously) The 


would be 
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Sanitation Fund. 
to have mice about. 

Mr. Srrarevine (Opening a ledger): 
Here it is: Health and Sanitation. 
(Writes) Here you are, Miss Cage. 
(Opens a drawer and takes out cash. 
Hands it to her.) Petty cash fund. 
I’m balancing it off with the account 
books. There’s no money right now 
in the Health Fund, you see. 

Miss CaGe: Oh, thank you. (Takes 
money and exits. Mr. MEANWELL 
goes again to Mr. FUMBLE.) 

Mr. MEANWELL: It seems to me that, 
as Mayor of Burgville, you ought to 
be interested in forming a Humane 
Society. (Mr. Catrcuem bursts in, 
pushes Mr. MEANWELL aside, and 
glares at Mr. FUMBLE.) 

Mr. CatcHEeM: 


It isn’t sanitary 


A fine Mayor you 


make! Your first day in office, and 
you undermine Burgville industry. 


I’ll speak to the Chamber of Com- 
merce about this! 

Mr. Fumsie: What do you mean? 
(Mops his brow with a handkerchief 
and then proceeds to twist tt.) 

Mr. Carcuem: I’m Catchem, presi- 
dent of the Burgville Mousetrap 
Corporation. My wife just told me 
you sent her neighbor a cat! 

Mr. Fumste: Oh, dear! 

Mr. CarcueM (Thrusting his jaw close 
to Mr. FumBuie’s face): How do you 
think I’ll sell my traps now? 

Miss Scripsie: We'll take back the 
cats, won’t we, Mr. Mayor? 

Mr. Fumsie: No! What would I ever 
do with six cats? (Looks at Mr. 
CarcuEM who is glaring, with first 
raised) That is—why, yes, of 
course. We'll take back the cats. 
(Goes to window and opens it.) 





Constable Blobbit! Go get the cats! 
Never mind why! Just do it. 

Mr. Srrarevine (Sadly): They are 
paid for! 

Mr. FumBuLeE: Send them to Miss Cage 
and get your money back! (Scream- 
ing) Understand? (Miss Scrippie 
picks up phone.) 

Miss Scripsie: Annie, get me Ora- 
belle. Fast. Orabelle, it’s Nellie 
again. You didn’t spend that money, 
did you? The money for your cats! 
Well, bring it back. You are getting 
your cats back. (Pause) But it’s the 
town’s money! Orabelle, that’s al- 
most like embezzling! You have to 


— (Putting down phone) She hung up. 
Mr. Fumsie: What did she say? 
Miss Scripsue: She said, ‘All sales 

final.” 


Mr. Fumsue: I suppose she’s right. 


We never should have bought them. 

Mr. MErANWELL (EF xcitedly): What, 
then, do you intend to do about the 
cats? 

Mr. Fumsie (Despairingly): Drown 
them, I guess. 

Mr. MEANWELL (Banging his first on 
the desk): No! I'll have your name 
on the front page of every news- 
paper in the country for cruelty to 
animals if you do! (CONSTABLE 
Buiossir bursts in triumphantly with 
covered cage, followed by Mrs. Busy- 
Bopy and Women. They crowd 
around Mr. FuMBLE, some trying to 
take the cage from CONSTABLE BLoB- 
BIT, who yanks it away.) 

Mrs. Busypopy (Shaking her fist in 
Mr. Fumpie’s face): What is the 
big idea? You send us cats, and 
then, before they have time to catch 
any mice, you take them away! 


(Mr. Fumsxe looks completely lost, 
and backs into his chair.) 

Miss Scripsie (Crossly): What’s the 
matter with Burgville mousetraps, 
you — you troublemaker? 

Mr. MEANWELL (Trying to seize cage 
from ConsTABLE Buiossir): Give me 
those cats! 

Mr. FuMBLE (Standing and screaming): 
Take them to Miss Cage, Blobbit! 
Get our money back, or arrest her! 

Mr. SrraTe.tine: You can’t! It isn’t 
legal. ‘All sales final.” 

ConstaBLE Buospsir: If you say take 
them back, sir, back they go! (zits 
with cage followed by Mr. MEaAn- 
WELL.) 

Mrs. Busyropy: You want to know 
what’s the matter with this man’s 

toward Mr. CarTcuem) 
mousetraps, do you? ‘They don’t 
catch anything, that’s what! The 
mice eat the cheese, and nothing 
happens. (Mr. CatcHEM groans 
and puts his head in his hands.) 

Mr. Fumsie (With renewed vitality): 
Oh? Well, Mr. Catchem? 

Mr. Catcuem: It’s true! But there’s 
no hope at all with cats for competi- 
tion. (ConsTaABLE Buossir, fol- 
lowed by Mr. MEANWELL re-enters 
with cage and a black eye.) 

ConsTABLE Buoppir (Sadly): 
wouldn’t take ’em. 

Mr. FumBLE (Angrily): I’ll show her, 
Blobbit! 

Mrs. Busynopy: Come on, ladies, 
let’s go. (Raises her arms high) 
Down with Fumble, I say! 

Women: Down with Fumble! 

Mrs. BusysBopy: We will have him 
impeached. (They exit.) 

Mr. CatrcuEem: What about me? 


(Gestures 


She 





Mr. MEANnwWELL: What about the cats? Miss Scrinste (Reading from wall): 
Mr. SrraTevine: Mr. Catchem, why “No task — ” 
don’t you buy the cats and give one MR. FumBiE (Picking up ink bottle): If 
free with every mousetrap you sell? you say “trivial,” I'll throw this at 
Mr. Carcuem: A splendid idea! Here, you! 
Blobbit, give me that cage. (Con- Miss ‘SCRIBBLE: “However  earth- 
STABLE BLopsir surprised, releases shaking.” 
cage to him.) How much, Strateline? Mr. FumsBue: You can say that again! 
(Mr. MEANWELL is hovering angrily 
by Mr. FumBue’s desk.) What ails 
you? The cats all have homes again. 
Mr. MEANWELL: Yes, but what about 
those poor little mice? (Mr. FuMBLE 
Miss Scrissie: Think of the publicity groans and slumps in his chair, Miss 
you will get, though. SCRIBBLE gasps at the word ‘‘mice,” 
Mr. Carcuem (Smiling sickly): Well, ConstaBLE Buiossir looks lost, and 
yes. (Exits with the cage.) Mr. SrRATELINE looks startled. The 
Mr. Fumpsie: That ought to make curtain falls.) 
everyone happy. THE END 


Mr. SrratTevine: Twelve dollars. (Mr. 
Catcuem pays. His face falls.) 

Mr. Carcuem: But the mousetraps 
cost only twenty-five cents! 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Mayor or BuRGVILLE 


Characters: 5 male; 3 female; female extras. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Mr. Fumble, Mr. Strateline, Mr. 
Catchem, and Mr. Meanwell wear business 
suits. Mr. Fumble wears glasses. Miss 
Scribble wears a tailored dress or suit and a 
severe hair-do. Miss Cage, Mrs. Busy- 
body, and Women of Burgville wear dresses, 
.Constable Blobbit wears an ill-fitting uni- 
form. 

Properties: Large cage with a cover over it, 
for Miss Cage; handkerchief for Mr. 
Fumble. 

Setting: The office of Mr. Fumble, the Mayor 
of Burgville. There are three desks. 
phone and an ink bottle stand on Mr 
Fumble’s desk, and there is a typewriter 
on Miss Scribble’s desk. On the wall is 
a large sign reading “No task, however 
earth-shaking or trivial it may be —.” 

Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Three 


Lower Grades 





At the End of the Rainbow 


by Mary Warner Howard 


Characters 


Gay) 


; f twins 


Ray 
Rainpow Farry 

Oup Lapy 

LirrLe GIRL 
BUSINESSMAN 

Time: The present. 

Serrina: At the end of the rainbow. 
center back is the Pot of Gold. 
Ar Rise: Gay and Ray are discovering 

the Pot of Gold. 

Gay (As they cross stage towards Pot of 
Gold): Oh, Ray, it is! It is! 

tay (ELxcitedly): The Pot of Gold! 

Gay (Kneeling beside it, her hands 
caressing it): | knew we'd find it. 

Ray (Standing on other side of the Pot 
of Gold): So did I! All we had to do 
was to follow the rainbow. 

Gay: We must have walked a mile. 
tay (Scoffing): A mile! If that isn’t 
just like a girl! It was ten miles! 
My 
feet scarcely touched the ground! 
Ray: It was the wind. I could feel it 

rushing us along. 

Gay (Breathlessly): Wasn't it exciting? 
And now, here we are. 

Ray (In awed tones as he looks about): 
At the end of the rainbow! 

Gay (Who can only look at the Pot of 
Gold): The Pot of Gold is really and 
truly here, and it will make us all 
rich! Just think, Ray, whenever we 
want anything, all we will have to 


At 


Gay: We came along so easily! 
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do is to help ourselves to the gold 

and go out and buy it! (Tries to lift 

the Pot of Gold) Oh, dear, it’s so 
heavy! Can you lift it? 

1Y (Carelessly): Of course! Lifting’s 

(He tugs and tugs, but 
he cannot budge the Pot of Gold.) It’s 
so full, we’ll never be able to get it 
home! 

Gay (Ready to cry): Not get it home 
after we’ve come all this way? I 
wanted to give it to Mother and 
Daddy! 
iY (Despairingly): I can’t budge it, 
Sis! There now, don’t ery! We can 


not for girls! 


take out some of the gold and carry 
it home in our pockets. 
Gay (Tearfully): It won’t be the same! 
It 
would look just grand on our living 
room table. 


Besides, it’s such a pretty Pot! 


iY (Practically): Too handy! We’d 
spend it too fast! The money would 
all be gone before next winter. 
tAY: Well, maybe not all — 
1Y (Drops his cap on the floor beside 
him and peers inside Pot): Gay, did 
you ever see anything so beautiful as 
all these gold coins! Why, it’s like a 
pirate’s treasure! 
tAY (Looking inside): Aren’t there any 
pearls, or diamonds, or rubies? 
1y: If that isn’t just like a girl! 
Never satisfied. Anyhow, you can’t 
spend stones. 
Gay (Running 


her fingers through 





coins): But gems are so pretty — all 
colors of the rainbow! (Laughs) I 
should think that being at the end of 
the rainbow, there would be some 
gems, too! Mother could wear them 
in the evening and look beautiful. 

Ray: She does anyhow, without all 
that junk. 

Gay (Impatiently): Oh, boys! 
never understand. 

Ray: I understand one thing, Sis: if 
we’re going to take home some of 
this gold, we’d better start filling 
our pockets. And my cap (Reaches 
for it) —I can fill that, too. (While 
they are busily filling their pockets, 
RainBpow Farry enters and stands 
watching them with a gently indulgent 
smile upon her lips.) 

Rarnpow Farry: Welcome, children. 
So, you have found the Pot of Gold. 

Ray (Getting hastily to his feet and al- 
most overcome by her beauty): Oh! 

Gay (Looking up, startled): Oh! (Both 
begin to look guilty and frightened — 
they have helped themselves to so much 
gold.) 

Rarnsow Farry: Do not be afraid. I 
am not angry. The Pot of Gold be- 
longs to whoever finds it first. That 
promise was made long ago, and it 
will be kept. I am only the Guardian 
of the Pot of Gold. It is my duty to 
see that the reward goes to its first 
discoverer. 

Ray: You mean, we can have it all? 
(They go to her.) 

Gay (Eagerly): The Pot, too? 

Rarnpow Farry (With a laugh): Yes, 
my dears, you certainly may! (Then 
with a quizzical look) But I would 
like to know one thing! For ages 
people have sought the Pot of Gold 


They 


at the end of the rainbow. How does 
it happen that you two really did 
find it? 

Gay: We don’t exactly know. (Tries to 
remember) It had been raining. 

Ray: We sat on the front porch. 

Gay: Watching the rainbow, you know. 

Ray: We could see right where it 
dipped — just across the field. 

Gay: It looked so near; only a mile. 

Ray: Ten miles, I guess, by the time 
we walked it. 

Gay: Only it wasn’t like walking. 
Something kept pushing us along. 
Ray: It was the wind. It kept whisper- 
ing in my ears, “Only a little farther; 

only a little farther!” 

Gay: It was so exciting! 

Ray: We came to this old cave in the 
side of the mountain. 

Gay: Then (With a sweeping gesture) 
we found this lovely place! 

RarnBow Farry: My home, children. 

Ray (Looking abou’): It’s very nice. 

Gay (Softly): The most beautiful place 
I ever saw! 

Rarnpow Farry: Thank you. And 
what else? You haven’t told me 
what made you want to come. 

Ray: Gay said, “‘Let’s go find the Pot 
of Gold at the end of the Rainbow!” 

Rarnsow Farry (Curiously): Why did 
you want to find it, Gay? 

Gay (Wistfully): We’re sort of poor. I 
kept thinking how wonderful it 
would be for Mother and Daddy if 
we could find it, and then Daddy 
wouldn’t have to work so hard, and 
Mother would have beautiful clothes, 
and we could fix up the house. 

Rarnspow Farry (Gently): I see, and 
now I think I know why you two 
have been lucky where others failed. 





But before you take away this gold, 
I must know still more about you. 
This gold must never be spent un- 
worthily. It is not like any other 
gold in the world. (As she finishes 
speaking, an Otp Lapy comes in, 
walking with a cane, and finding it a 
great effort.) 

Outp Lapy (Breathlessly): I am so out 
of breath! (Breaks off as she looks 
aboul, then as she sees the Pot of Gold, 
great joy shows in her face.) But I 
really have found it at last! (Sees 
the CHILDREN, their bulging pockets, 
the gold pieces in their hands, and her 
smile fades) Or am I too late? 

Ratinpow Farry (/n pity): I’m sorry, 
you These children 

have been here some time, and the 


are too late. 


Pot of Gold seems to be theirs. 
Outp Lapy (With a low cry of dismay, 
searching in her pocket for a handker- 
chief): Oh, dear me! What shall I 
do now? (Finds handkerchief, dabs 


, 


her eyes) It was my only hope! 


(Turns away, shoulders bent, over- 
burdened with gricf.) 

Rainbow Farry (With a sigh): What a 
pity! 
late. 


| hope no one else comes too 


Gay (Going swiftly to the Ouv Lapy; 
laying a gentle hand upon her arm): 
Please wait! Can’t we help? 

Oup Lapy (Looking at her gratefully): 
You mean you would be willing to 
share your treasure with me? 

Gay (Hesitanily): Why, ves, of course. 
Only — how much do you want? 
Oup Lavy: Perhaps if you knew why I 

need it. 

Ray (Going to Oup Lapy): You 
needn’t tell us. We'll share the gold 


with you anyhow! (Glances reprov- 
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ingly at Gay) How many times has 
Mother told you not to pry into 
other people’s affairs, Gay? 

Gay (Hanging her head a little, but 
terribly curious just the same): But if 
she really wants to tell us, I just 
love stories — especially true ones! 
(RatinBow Fatry withdraws to a far 
corner, seats herself in one of the chairs, 
and looks on with interest as Ray 
assists the OLD Lavy into one of the 
chairs across the stage from hers.) 

Oup Lapy: You, little girl, get 
cushion and sit beside me. 

Gay (Obeying eagerly): Now, please 
tell us! I really want to know. 

Op Lapy: Yes, if you are going to give 


a 


me some of your gold, you have a 
right to know. 

Ray (Minding his manners): But, if 
it’s none of our business — 

Oup Lapy (Beginning her story): At 
home, I have a little grandson. 

taY (Eagerly, as he sits on her other 
side): Like me? 

Ox_p Lapy: How I wish he were! Little 
Jerry is blind. 

Gay (Sympathetically): Oh! 

tay: How awful! 

Outp Lapy: He was not always blind. 

That makes it harder to bear, | 

think. But there 7s hope. There’s a 

great surgeon who could make him 

see again, only he is in Europe, and 

it will take a great deal of money to 

take Jerry to him, and then more 

money to pay for the operation. 

\Y (Kagerly): So that’s why you 

came to find the Pot of Gold. 

Jerry. 

Outp Lapy (Sadly): Yes (shakes her 
head), but I came too late. 

Gay (Rising impulsively): Oh, 


G 


For 


no! 





You shall have all you need! Ray 
and I want Jerry to have it. (Begins 
to empty gold pieces from her pockets 
into the Oty Lapy’s lap.) 

Ray (Rising and emptying his pockets 
also): Here, take mine, too, so you'll 
be sure to have enough! (After his 
pockets are empty, he gets his cap and 
empties the contents in her lap.) 

Outp Lapy (Laughing and crying at th 
same time, her hands busy trying to 
keep all the gold pieces from sliding 
off her lap onto the floor): Oh, dear! 
How can I carry it all? I’m sure to 
spill it. (Reaches for her large hand- 
bag, and begins to put gold inside. 
Both CutwpreN help her until all the 
gold is in the bag.) There! Oh, how 
can I thank you? I shall tell Jerry 
all about you. How he will love you! 

Ray (Head down; scuffing 
sheepishly): Oh, shucks! 

Gay: We didn’t need it all, anyhow. 
There’s still lots left. 

Op Lapy (Rising to go): I must hurry 
home to Jerry with my good news. 
God bless you both! (/rits.) 

Ray (Going back to Pot of Gold): Come 
on, Gay! Let’s fill our pockets again. 

Gay (Glancing uncertainly at the Rain- 
Bow Farry): Was it all right for us 
to give it away like that? 

Rarinpow Farry (Going to Gay): Of 
course, dear child. What better use 
could you have made of it? As you 
say, there is still much left. You 
will scarcely miss it. Come, fill your 
pockets again as your brother is 
doing. (Gay kneels beside Ray, and 
is busy filling her pockets when a 
LirrLe Giru in drab, patched clothes, 
and with a little basket on her arm, 
enters shyly. It is evident that she is 


one toe 


much poorer than Gay and Ray. She 
sees the twins kneeling beside the Pot 
of Gold, filling their pockets, and she 
bursts into tears. The Ratnsow 
Fairy turns to her in smiling welcome 
and the LrvvLe Gir rushes to her and 
buries her face 


bitte rl j. 


against her, crying 

The Ratnsnow Fairy caresses 
the Livre Giri, but her weeping 
does not cease.) 

Gay (Rising and staring at the LirrTLe 
Gir, then speaking to Ray): Who is 


> When did she come in? 


she? 

Ray (Uneasily): Just now. 1 guess she 
expected to find the Pot of Gold her- 
self. (They look at each other un- 
happily.) How will 
come too late? 

Gay: It 
doesn’t it? 


many others 


sort of spoils everything, 


tarnpow Farry (Gently): But it’s 

You found it first. 

Gay: I know, but 

tay: We don’t want to be selfish, just 
because we got here first. 

Gay (Going to Lirrte Girt, Ray fol- 
lowing): Why are you crying? 

Lirrte Girt (Glancing tearfully at 
Gay): I’m so disappcinted. 
sure I'd find it. 
I want it so! 

Gay (Noting her shabby clothes): Did 
you want a new dress? 

LirrLe Giri (Scornfully): Oh, no! I 
don’t want the money for myself! 

Gay: For your mother? 

Lirrte Girt: For Mama, too, of 
course, but most of all for my Father. 

Ray: Is your father sick? 

Lirrte Girt: Oh, much worse than 
that! Daddy was hurt and maybe 
he’ll never walk again. (Her breath 
catches on a sob.) 


yours. 


| was 
I came so far, and 





Gay: Oh, dear! I’m sorry. 

Lirr.e Gir: He could walk, I know, if 
Mother and I could take him to a 

but it takes so much 
money! That’s why I set out to find 
the Pot of Gold. 
I’m too late! 

tay (Resolutely): But not too late to 
help your father. 


specialist, 


And now | Sobs) 


We 
We'll be glad to 


give you all you need. 


Gay: Please don’t ery any more. 
have lots of gold. 

(Again they 
empty their pockets, transferring it 
this time to the little basket she carries 
on her arm.) 

Lirr.e Giru (Scarcely able to believe 
her eyes): Oh, how wonderful! (Smiles 
happily) Vil never forget you. ll 
tell Daddy all about you! 
Daddy paints. 


(Shyly.) 

He’ll want to paint 
a picture of you when I tell him, 
and what a beautiful painting it will 
be! 

Gay (Kagerly): Oh, how nice! 

Ray (Embarrassed): Oh, shucks! (But 
as the Lirrte Giru exits, he looks 
after her and grins.) A painting! 

Rarnspow Farry (With a smile): I see 
your pockets are empty again. 

Ray: We don’t seem to be able to 
hang onto it. 

Gay (Reproachfully): But we just 
couldn’t let that little girl go away 
empty-handed, Ray. 

Ray: I didn’t say we could, did I? 
After all, that’s what money’s for — 
to spend. 

Rartnpow Farry (Shaking her head): 
That’s what people say, but it’s not 
exactly true. 

Gay (Puzzled): But that’s what we’ve 
been doing. No, it isn’t either! 
We've been giving it away! 


Rartnspow Farry (With a smile): Now 
you’re beginning to understand. 
But time is passing. Why don’t you 
fill your pockets again? 

Ray (Going to Pot of Gold; kneeling 
beside it): Yes, we’d better hurry. 
We’ve been gone a long time. 

Gay (At his heels): Wait till Mother 
sees what we’ve brought her! Then, 
she won’t scold. (As they busily refill 
their pockets, a quietly-dressed Bust- 
NESSMAN with a 


enters determined 


briskness. 


Approaching center, he 
discovers Ray and Gay at the Pot of 
Gold, and exclaims in disappoint- 


ment. ) 

Man: Too late! 

Ray (Rising): You, too, sir? 

Man: I don’t understand. 

Gay: You’re the third to come since 
we arrived. 

Man (Forcing a smile): Then I’m not 
the only disappointed person. (Sighs) 
Ah, well, it’s a pity. 
It was not for myself. 

Ray (Going to him): Please wait, sir! 

Gay (Kagerly; following): For whom 
did you want it? 

Man (Turning back): For the hungry 
children of Europe. 

Ray: Oh, we know about them! Our 
Sunday school class sent a big box 
of food to them. 


(Turns away) 


Gay: And in our room at school we 
sent a heifer. 

Man (Shaking his head): One package 
of food. One cow. How far do you 
suppose that will go toward feeding 
millions of starving children? It’s 
my job to feed them, but I can’t get 
people to give enough. What I 
want is money — plenty of it! Then 
perhaps I can do something. (To 





himself) The Pot of Gold would 
have solved everything. (Gay and 
Ray look at each other. RatnBow 
Farry watches them anxiously, then, 
as they begin to empty their pockets 
for the third time, she smiles.) 

Ray: Here, sir. We can give you most 
of it. 

Gay (Apologetically): We'll just save 
out a little for Mother and Dad. 
Man (Jn amazement): You mean 
you’re giving me all that’s left? 
(His hands are full already, and 
Ray and Gay each begin to fill a 

pocket in his coat.) 

Ray (With determination): We gave to 
the others. We want to give to you, 
too. (When his pockets are empty, 
he goes to Pot of Gold and begins to fill 
his cap to bring back to the Man.) 

Gay: Give it to the children of Europe 
with our love. 


Man (When Ray gives him what is in 
the cap, he cannot carry any more. 
Gratefully): I will. I will. God bless 


you both. (He exits, staring at the 
gold in his hands as he walls.) 

Gay (Looking after him with a deep 
sigh): I don’t know why, but instead 
of feeling bad because we gave away 
almost all our gold, I feel happy. 
There’s a sort of warm, soft feeling 
right in here. (Lightly touches her 
heart) How do you feel, Ray? 

Ray (With great satisfaction): I feel 
good. Just plain good. 

Rarnpow Farry (With a laugh; she is 
quite pleased with them): Once more 
you have empty pockets, and it 
grows late. You’d better start 
back soon with your gold before 
your mother begins to wonder and 
worry. (They cross to Pot of Gold.) 


Gay: I guess you’re right. 

Ray (Reluctantly): We’ve had such a 
wonderful time, I hate to go. 

Gay: Me, too. (Sighs.) We've met 
such nice people. (They start to fill 
their pockets.) 

Rarnspow Farry (Gently): Don’t you 
think, Ray, you can lift it now? 
You’ve given away so much, it must 
be very light. 

Ray: I'll try. (The Pot of Gold lifts 
quite easily now.) Why, I can! 

Gay: Oh, goody! Won’t Mom be 
pleased? 

tay (Grinning): You like the Pot al- 
most as much as the gold, don’t you, 
Sis? (Looks into the Pot and exlaims.) 
Why, it’s full again. Here we gave 
almost all of it away, and yet there 
seems to be just as much left. And 
how light the Pot is. Before, I 
couldn’t even budge it! 

Ratwpow Farry: This is very special 
gold, Ray. Remember this: gold is 
a heavy burden only when you try 
to hoard it. Sharing makes the 
burden lighter. 

Ray (Solemnly): Vll remember 
thank you. 

Gay (Kagerly): May we come back 
again some day, to see you, | mean? 

Rarnpow Farry: Thank you, dear, but 
I won’t be here. You see, my work 
as guardian is done. (Smiles) You’d 
better hurry. It is very late. 

Gay: Good-bye! And thank you! 

Ray: Good-bye! (Gay and Ray exit.) 

Ratnpow Farry (Looking afler them): 
Lucky children! Already they have 
learned that the secret of happy liv- 
ing is happy giving. 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 73) 


-and 





William Rob Attacks a Problem 


by Shirley Simon 


Characters 
WILLIAM Ros 
Ou_p Aunt Hepzipan 
NeicuBpor Woman 
SWINEHERD 
3 Pigs 

SCENE | 

Time: One afternoon. 

SETTING: The of Old Aunt 
Hepzibah. There is a partition on the 
right side of the stage, with a door in it. 
The left side of the stage represents 
the cottage; the right side is outdoors. 

Ar Rise: WILLIAM Ros is asleep on a 
bench, snoring gently. Otp AuNT 


cottage 


HeEpziBaH is churning, singing as she 
works. 

Aunt Hepzipan (Singing to tune of 
“Yankee Doodle’’): 


First I serub and churn and weave, 
Then I chop the lumber. 

All the while this lazy boy 

Will gently snore and slumber. 
William, William, lazy boy. 

Watch the way he dozes. 

While I labor, toil and work, 
William Rob reposes. 


(Aunt HeEpziBan dances from spin- 
ning ‘wheel to churn to fireplace, stop- 
ping at each long enough to spin, 
churn and sweep furiously. NEIGHBOR 
Woman enters right, through door.) 

NEIGHBOR Woman: Good-day, Old 
Aunt. My, you are busy. 

Aunt Hepzipan: Good-day, Neighbor 
Crolle. That I am. There’s the 
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cleaning and the churning and the 
chopping of the firewood — 


NEIGHBOR WoMAN: Chopping of the 


firewood? Why doesn’t William Rob 
chop the firewood? 

Aunt Hepzipan: You know how lazy 
William Rob is. 
“Yankee Doodle’) 


(Sings to tune of 


William Rob’s a lazy boy, 
Sleepy as a gopher. 

Snores and snoozes all day long, 
He is just a loafer. 

William Robert — zzz zzz zzz 
Watch the way he dozes. 
Aunty chops the kindling wood; 
William Rob reposes. 


NEIGHBOR WoMAN: Why do you put 
up with that no-account William 
Rob, Old Aunt? He never does a lick 
of work, he never earns a shilling of 
pay, he never is a mite of help. 
(Points to bench) All I ever see him 
do is sleep. He is old enough to earn 
his own living. Why don’t you turn 
him out of your house? 

Aunt Hepzipan (Sighs): I guess I 
keep him around out of habit. Be- 
sides, he is good at attacking prob- 
lems. William Rob can attack any 
problem — if he is awake, that is. 
(SWINEHERD and 3 Pics enter left.) 

SWINEHERD (Boots Pia): Get on with 
you, piggy. 

Aunt Hepzipan (Shocked, pointing): 
Look! Pigs! 

Pies: Oink! Oink! Oink! 





NEIGHBOR Woman: Pigs in the house! 

Aunt Hepzipan (Grabs arm of SwINE- 
HERD): What are you doing in my 
cottage with these (Shouts) pigs? 

SWINEHERD (Matter of factly): We 
are on our way to the common, 
mistress. 

Pies: Oink! Oink! Oink! 

Aunt Hepzipan: I'l] thank you to see 
to it that your pigs do not walk 
through my cottage, Master Swine- 
herd. 

SwWINEHERD: That I cannot do, 
mistress. My hogs walk where it 
pleases them, and if your cottage is 
in their path, then through your 
cottage they shall walk. They are in 
a hurry to get to the common and 
will not walk around. 

Pies: Oink! Oink! Oink! (Swine- 


HERD, Pics exit through open door, 


right.) 

Aunt Hepzipan: Fancy that! 
nerve! 

NEIGHBOR Woman: They walked right 
through the cottage! 

Aunt Hepzipan: Look at this mud! 
(Gets bucket and begins to scrub floor) 
Pigs! Mud! I suppose they’!] walk 
through every day — twice a day — 
morning and evening! 

NEIGHBOR WomMAN: You really have a 
problem! 

Aunt Hepzispan (Jumps to her feet): 
Problem! William Rob will help me. 
He can attack any problem. (Goes to 
WiuaM Ros. Shakes him.) William 
Rob! Wake up! Wake up! (Wi- 
LIAM Ros sits up, yawns, stretches, 
rubs eyes.) 

WituiaM Ros: What is it, Aunt? Is it 
dinner time? 

Aunt Hepzipan: No, it is not dinner 


What 


time. (WituiAmM Ros lies down, 
Aunt Hepzisan shakes him, pulls 
him up again.) But there is a prob- 
lem to be attacked. (Holds on to 
WituiaM Ros, so he won't lie down 
again. ) 

NeriGHBoR Woman: The new swine- 
herd lets the pigs walk where they 
please. 

Aunt Hepzrpan: And they please to 
walk right through this cottage. 
NEIGHBOR Woman: The swineherd 
says, if the cottage be in their path, 

they shall walk through it. 

WituiaM Ros: This zs a problem. 

Aunt Hepzipan: Attack it, William 
Rob. 

Wiiu1amM Ros: I will attack swiftly. 
(Jumps up, takes poker from fire- 
place, uses it as sword as he “attacks” 
the problem, squats next to bench, 
fences with poker) 

Aunt Hepzipan (Puts hand on NEIGH- 
BOR WoMAN’s arm): See. He is at- 
tacking the problem from below. 
(Witt1AM Ros climbs onto bench, 
hacks away at air with poker.) 

NEIGHBOR WoMmAN: What’s he doing 
now, Aunt Hepzibah? 

Aunt Hepzipan: He’s attacking the 
problem from above, 
Isn’t he magnificent? 

Witu1am Ros: There! And _ there! 
And there! (Hops off bench and backs 
against churn) 

Aunt Hepzrpan: He’s attacking the 
problem from the front. (WILLIAM 
Ros springs over to other side of room, 
still fencing with the air.) Now he’s 
attacking it from the rear. 

NEIGHBOR WomAN: Well, what do you 
know! (Witu1AmM Ros, exhausted, 
sinks down on bench.) 


of course. 





Aunt Hepzipan: Well, William Rob? 

Wituiam Ros (Panting and puffing): 
I have it! If the pigs will not walk 
around the cottage, we will have to 
move the cottage out of the path of 
the pigs. Go, Aunt. Push the cot- 
tage out of the path of the pigs. 
(Aunt Hepzipan NEIGHBOR 
Woman look at each other, shrug.) 

NEIGHBOR Old 
Aunt. (NEIGHBOR 
WoMAN HEPZIBAH go 


and 


Come 

Ill help you. 

and AUNT 
through door, right.) 

WituiaM Ros (Yawns): I am all worn 
out from attacking problems. Think 
I'll take a nap. 
bench.) 

Aunt Hepzipan: Shove harder! 
tending to push against wall) 
NEIGHBOR WoMAN (Also pretending to 
shove wall): I’m pushing! Oooh! 


WomMAN: on, 


(Stretches out on 


(Pre- 


Aunt Hepzipan: Oh, my! Ahhh! 


NEIGHBOR WomMAN: Shove! Oooh! 
Heavens, Old Aunt (Pants) — this 
house of yours is built solid! 

Aunt Hepzipau: Push! 

NEIGHBOR Woman: It won’t budge. 
(NEIGHBOR WoMAN falls over back- 
ward and Aunt Hepzipau falls on 
top of her. NEIGHBOR WoMAN and 
Aunt Hepzipan rise, dust each 
other off and re-enter the house. AUNT 
Hepzinan_ collapses on 
NEIGHBOR Woman falls 
rocker.) 

Aunt Hepzipan: Whew! 
and shoved. 

NEIGHBOR Woman (Mopping brow 
with kerchief): The cottage wouldn’t 
move an inch. 

Aunt Hepzipan: I will make dinner. 
(Rises) Perhaps after we have eaten 
we'll have the strength to move the 


the floor; 
into the 


We shoved 


house out of the pigs’ path. (NEIGH- 
BOR WoMAN nods. Curtain.) 
* * * * 
SCENE 2 

Time: Almost evening. 

SETTING: Same as Scene 1. 

Ar Rise: WiLuiAM Ros is still sleeping. 
Aunt Hepzisau is seated at spinning 
wheel. NEIGHBOR WOMAN is sitting 
in rocker. 

NEIGHBOR Woman: All that pushing 
and shoving! We worked almost all 
afternoon, and the cottage never 
budged. 

Aunt Hepzrpanu: We'll have to think 
of another way. 

NEIGHBOR Woman: Well, there’s not 
much time. It’s almost evening, Old 
Aunt. 

Aunt Hepzipan (Springing up): And 
the pigs will be returning this way. 
(Shakes W1LL1AM Ros) William Rob, 
you'll just have to attack that prob- 
lem again. 

WituiAM Ros (Yawns, sits up): Well, 
if I must, I must. (Takes poker, 
attacks ‘“problem.”’) 

Pies (Off): Oink! Oink! Oink! 

NEIGHBOR Woman: I think I hear 
them, Old Aunt. 

Aunt Hepzispau: Hurry, William Rob! 
The pigs are coming! Hurry! (W1L- 
LIAM Ros is still attacking “problem.” 
He crouches next to bench, climbs onto 
bench, runs in front of churn, runs 
downstage left and faces fireplace, 
fencing with air all the time. Mean- 
while, AUNT Hepzrpan and NriGu- 
BOR WOMAN begin to run about aim- 
lessly. Aunt Hepzrpan, hands 
clasped to head, calls to him to hurry. 
Offstage, Pics’ “Oink, Oink,” be- 
comes louder.) 





WituiaM Ros (Sinking onto bench): I 
have it! It came to me while I was 
attacking the problem from the rear. 
Listen carefully. 

Pies (Off): Oink! Oink! 

Aunt Hepzipan: Yes, yes! 
William Rob! Tell us! 

Wituiam Ros (Calmly): 
close the doors 
the morning when the pigs are on 
their way to the common, and the 
front door in the evening when the 
pigs are on their way home. 

Aunt Hepzipan: The very thing! 
Quick! (Runs to door right and closes 
it. Leans against the door. NEIGHBOR 
Woman runs over, and she, too, leans 
against door.) 

Pies (Off): Oink! Oink! (Loud) Oink! 
Oink! (Pics and SWINEHERD enter 
right, are surprised to find door closed. 
Angrily) Oink! Oink! (WiLL1aAm Ros 
gets up, goes to door and helps the 
others lean against it.) 

SWINEHERD: What is it, piggies? 
(Sees that door is closed) Oh, you 
want to go through Old Aunt’s cot- 
tage? Here you be. . . (Tries to open 
door but cannot) 

Pics (Sadly): Oink! Oink! 

SWINEHERD: We’ll see about that. 
(Loudly) Might as well go around, 
piggies. (SWINEHERD and Pics 
stamp their feet, pretend to leave.) 

NEIGHBOR Woman: They're going 
now. 

Aunt Hepzipau: Let’s make sure they 
don’t get in the back way. (NEIGH- 
BoR WomAN, Aunt Hepzispan and 


Hurry, 


You 


the back door in 


must 


Witxtiam Ros run across the room to 
get to the back door. Halfway across, 
WituiaM Ros stops. He tiptoes to 
front door, at right, and leans against 
at. 

SWINEHERD: little 
piggies, we’ll just go through the 
house. (7'ries door, it will not open.) 

Pics (Whining): Oink! Oink! Oink! 

SWINEHERD (/mpatiently): Oh, come 
on. It’s walk around. 
(SWINEHERD and Pics exit right.) 

WituraM Ror (Joyfully): They’re gone! 
They’re gone! (Aunt Hepzispan and 
NEIGHBOR WOMAN leave back door, 
stand, one on each side of WILLIAM, 
and gaze at him fondly.) 

Aunt Hepzispan: William Rob, I do 
declare that you are clever. If I 
didn’t have you around to attack 
the problems that come up, I don’t 
know what I would do. Isn’t he 
wonderful, Neighbor Crolle? 

NEIGHBOR Woman: Indeed he is! Old 
Aunt, I wish J had someone to at- 
tack my problems. 

Aunt Hepzispan (Grandly): You may 
bring your problems to us, dearie. 
William Rob will be glad to attack 
them for you. 

Witu1aAm Rop (Yawns): Sure, Neigh- 
bor Crolle. Now, I’ll have a piece of 
huckleberry pie, Aunt Hepzibah. 
And then I do believe I’ll take a nap 
on the bench. (Yawns again) I’m 
all worn out from attacking prob- 
lems. 


Now, my _ good 


easier to 


THE END 
(Production Notes on page 73) 





The Broken Broomstick 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 
LirtLeE WitTcH 
3 SMALL SKELETONS 
Buack Cat 
Mr. Guost 
Mrs. Guost 
Sonny GHost 
3 JAcK-0-LANTERNS 
Mr. GREEN GOBLIN 
Mr. Ow. 
OLD WoMAN IN THE SHOE 
CHILDREN 

TimE: Halloween night. 

SerrinG: A clearing in the woods. 

Art Rise: Litre Wircu is sitting on 
a tree stump, crying. She is holding 
her broomstick, which is broken in 
two. 

LirrLe Wircu: Boo hoo, boo hoo! 
What shall I do? 

My broomstick’s broken 

Right in two! 

Oh, me! Oh, my! 

It makes me cry! 

With broken broom, 

I cannot fly! (3 SMALL SKELETONS 
skip on stage. When they reach 
center stage, they stop and bow to the 
audience.) 

SMALL SKELETONS (Together): Three 

little Skeletons, 
On our way to scare you! 
Want to come along with us? 
We dee-dee-double dare you! 

Ist SMALL SKELETON (Seeing LITTLE 
Wircn): Look! There’s a little 
witch all by herself! 


2np SMALL SKELETON: Maybe she’d 
like to join us. 

3RD SMALL SKELETON: Let’s ask her. 

SMALL SKELETONS (Together): Hello, 
Little Witch, and Happy Halloween. 

LirrLe Wircu: Hello, little Skeletons 
and Happy Halloween to you. 
Where are you going? 

Ist SMALL SKELETON: We’re going 
out to scare people. Want to come 
along? 

LitrrLe Wrircn (Sadly): I can’t. My 
broomstick is broken. I can’t fly 
without it. 

Ist SMALL SKELETON 
broomstick): Too bad! 
It’s broken in half. 

LirrLe Wrrcu: Could you please mend 
it for me? 

2npD SMALL SKELETON: Oh, no! 
couldn’t do that. 

3RD SMALL SKELETON: You see, we 
are only bones. If we work too hard, 
we might break. 

Ist SMALL SKELETON: Yes, we might 
break in half like your broomstick. 

2nD SMALL SKELETON: Then who 
would put us together again? 

3kD SMALL SKELETON: Sorry. We'd 
like to help you, but we can’t. 
(Exit SMALL SKELETONS. ) 

LirrLe Wircu (With a sigh): Oh, well. 
I’ll just have to sit here until some- 

(There is a 

meowing sound offstage. LirrLe 

Wircu jumps up.) What’s that? 

What’s that? (Enter large Buack 


(Looking at 
Too bad! 


We 


one else comes along. 





Cat meowing and arching his back.) 

Buiack Cat: Meow! Meow! Meow! 
It’s Halloween, I vow. 

Meow! Meow! Meow! 
I’ll have some fun right now! 

LittLe Wircn (Calling): Here, kitty, 
kitty, kitty! 
pussy! 

Brack Car (Looking around): Who 
could be calling me such silly names! 
“Kitty, kitty, kitty” and “pussy, 
pussy, pussy!”’ That’s sissy stuff! 
I’m the big Black Cat that walks 
the fences on Halloween Night and 
sings to the moon! 
listen to anyone! 

LirrLeE Wircu: Please, listen to me, 
Mr. Cat. I am in trouble. 

Brack Cart: Hello, Little Witch. Why 
aren’t you flying through the air 
on your way to Halloween? 

Lirrte Wircu: My _ broomstick is 
broken. Will you please fix it for me? 

Buack Car: Bless my whiskers! I’d 
like to do that for you, Little Witch, 
but I can’t spare the time. I have 
to start walking fences right away. 

LirrtLe Witrcu: Oh, dear! It’s so 
lonely here by myself on Halloween. 
I want to be out scaring people. 

Biack Cat: Look over there. (Points 
offstage) Here come the Ghosts. 
Maybe they can help you. I really 
must go. (vits reciting) 

Meow! Meow! Meow! 

It’s Halloween, I vow. 

Meow! Meow! Meow! 

I'll have some fun right now! (Mr. 
AND Mrs. Guost enter with Sonny 
between them.) 

Mrs. Guost: Now remember, Sonny, 
whenever we meet anyone this eve- 
ning, you must say boo! 


Here, pussy, pussy, 


I don’t have to 


Mr. Guost: And say it good and loud, 
like this: Boo! Boo! Boo! 

Sonny: I'll remember. 
Boo! Boo! Boo! 

LitrLe Wircu: Good evening, Ghosts! 


(Practices) 


(All Guosts jump as if scared.) 
Excuse me, I didn’t mean to frighten 
you. 

Sonny (Trying to hide behind Mrs. 
Guost): Oooh! I’m afraid! 

Mr. Guost: It’s only a Little Witch, 
Sonny. She won’t hurt you. 

Mrs. Guost: Remember your man- 
ners, Sonny. Say boo to the Little 
Witch. 

Sonny (Timidliy): Boo! 

Mr. Guost: You seem to be in trouble. 
Your broomstick is broken. 

LitrLe Wircu: Yes, can you help me? 
Do you know how to mend a broom- 
stick? 

Mr. 
Dear me! 


Guost: Mend a_ broomstick! 

No! You must remember 
I am only a Bed Sheet! 

Mrs. Guost: And Sonny is only a 
Pillow Slip! 

Mr. Guost: We don’t know a thing 
about broomsticks! 

Mrs. Come along, Sonny. 
Say boo to the lady and we'll be on 
our way. 

Sonny (As they exit): Boo! Boo! Boo! 

LittLe Wircn (Crossly): Oh, boo, 
yourself! I guess I’ll have to stay 
here all night before anyone will 
help me. Look! There’s a light! 
I wonder who’s coming now. (£nter 
3 Jack-0-LANTERNS. When they reach 
center stage, they sing the following 
song to the tune of “Frere Jacques.’’) 

JackK-0-LANTERNS: Jack-o-Lantern, 

Jack-o-Lantern, 


GHOST: 


See us glow! See us glow! 





See us as we glimmer, 
Growing bright or dimmer, 
Glow, glow, glow! 

Glow, glow, glow! 

LittLe Witcn: Good evening, Jack- 
o-Lanterns. You look so jolly. Can 
you help me? 

Ist JAcK-0-LANTERN: What can we do 
for you, Little Witch? 

Lirrte Wiren: Can you mend 
broomstick? See, it is broken. 
2np JAcK-0-LANTERN: What a pity! 
38RD JACK-O-LANTERN: I’d like to help 
you, Little Witch. 

a head. 

Jack-0-LANTERNS (Together): We can’t 
mend your broomstick for you! We 
have no hands! 

Litrrte Wircen: Oh, dear! I never 
thought of that. Well, thanks any- 
way. 

JACK-0-LANTERNS: You’re welcome. 

Ist JAcK-0-LANTERN: If it will cheer 
you up, we'll sing our little song 
for you again. 

LirrLe Wrrcu: Please do. 

JACK-0-LANTERNS: Jack-o-Lantern, 
Jack-o-Lantern, etc. (They repeat song 
and exit.) 

LirrLe Wircu: It’s getting later and 
later. 


my 


But I am only 


Halloween will soon be over. 
(Enter GREEN GOBLIN making faces 
at himself in a mirror.) 
a Goblin. 


Here comes 

Maybe he can help me. 
Please, Mr. Goblin, do you know 
how to mend a broomstick? 

GREEN Gosuin (Still looking in hand 
mirror): Go away, don’t bother me. 
I’m busy making faces to 
people. 

Litre Wircn: 
your faces, please. 


scare 


Show me some of 


I’d like to learn 


how to make real scary ones. 


GREEN Gostin: It’s easy. This is all 

you do. 

Eyebrows up! 

Evebrows down! 

First a grin! 

And then a frown! 

Show your tongue! 

Squinch your nose! 

Wiggle your ears, 

And hold the pose! (Winds up with 
a horrible face) 

Lirrte Wircn (Clapping her hands): 
That was lovely. Do it again 
please. 

GREEN Gosuin: Sorry. There isn’t 
time. I’m in a hurry. 

Lirrte Wiren: Could you take time 
to mend my broomstick, please, Mr. 
Goblin? 

GREEN GoBLin: Not tonight, Little 
Witch. I’m too busy. Good-bye, see 
you next Halloween. 
GOBLIN. ) 

Lirrte Wireu: Oh, dear! 
all the fun just this 
broken broomstick. And who will 
help me? Who will mend my broom- 
stick? (Sound of Whoooo ... Whoooo 
Who's that? Who’s that? 

Mr. Ow. (Entering with a great flap 
of wings): To whit, to woo, 

I’m here to help you! 

Lirrte Witcu: Oh, Mr. Owl, do you 
really mean it? Will you mend my 
broomstick? 


(Exit GREEN 


I’m missing 
because of 


Mr. Owt: I can’t mend your broom- 
stick, Little Witch. 


Wise. 


But I am very 

I know how you can get a 
whole new broom. 

LirtLe Wircn: How? Tell me. Please, 
tell me. 

Mr. Owt: Do you 
Woman in the Shoe? 


know the Old 





LitrLe Wircu: The one who has so 
many children she doesn’t know 
what to do? 

Mr. Ow : That’s the one. 

LirrLe Wrircu: Yes, I know her. 

Mr. Ow.: Tonight the Old Woman 
will be taking her children to see 
the Halloween parade. They always 
use this path through the forest. 

LirrLe Wircu: What does that have 
to do with my broomstick? 

Mr. Ow: The Old Woman always 
takes her broom with her to sweep 
the leaves away from the path. She 
doesn’t want the children to track 
them into the house. 

LirrLe Wircn: What must I do? 

Mr. Owt: Call on your friends, the 
Skeletons, Mr. Cat, the Ghosts, the 
Jack-o-Lanterns and Mr. Green 
Goblin. They can hide in the woods 
and jump out at her. She will 
throw her broom at them to chase 
them away, and presto 
have a new broomstick. 

LirrLe Wircu: It’s a lovely idea, Mr. 
Owl, but my friends are all too 
busy to help me. 

Mr. Ow: They might be too busy 
to mend a broomstick, but they 
won’t be too busy to scare someone 
on Halloween. Just call them and 
see. 

LirrLe Wircu (Running from one side 
to the other and beckoning as she 
calls): Skeletons! Skeletons! Mr. 
Cat! Mr. Cat! (SMALL SKELETONS 
and Buack Cart enter.) 

Mr. Owt: Calling Mr. and Mrs. 
Ghost! Calling Mr. and Mrs. Ghost! 
(Guosts enter.) 

LirtLe Wircn: Jack-o-Lanterns! Jack- 


— you will 


o-Lanterns! 
enter.) 

Mr. Ow t: Calling Mr. Green Goblin! 
Calling Mr. Green Goblin! (GREEN 
GoBLIN enters. When all are as- 
sembled Mr. Own talks to them.) 
Little Witch and I want you to 
scare someone for us. Will you do it? 

ALL: Yes, indeed. Yes, indeed. Who 
is it? 

Mr. Owt: It’s the Old Woman in the 
Shoe. She and her children will be 
coming along here any minute. So 
hide in the bushes and jump out 
at her when I give the signal. 

Aut: That will be fun! (All crouch 
down at back and sides of stage as if 
hiding. Lirrue Wrrcu crouches be- 
hind tree stump and Mr. Ow sits 
on tree stump. When all are in place 
O_p WoMAN enters with CHILDREN. 
She leads the way, sweeping from side 
to side. The CuiItpren follow, all 
singing to tune of “Row, Row, Row 
Your Boat.’’) 


(JACK-0O-LANTERNS 


CHILDREN: Sweep, sweep, sweep the 
path, 
Sweep it nice and clean. 
Happily, happily, happily, happily, 


Happy Halloween! (As they sing 
song for third time, all the characters 
jump out, yell, wave their arms, make 
faces, etc. OLD WOMAN waves broom 
at them, trying to drive them off and 
finally throws the broom as she and 
the CHILDREN run off shrieking.) 
Mr. Own (Picking up broom): Here 
you are, Little Witch, a brand new 
broom for your Halloween ride. 
Litre Wircu: Thank you, thank you, 
Mr. Owl. And thanks to my friends 
for all your help. I do hope we didn’t 
scare the Old Woman too badly. 





SMALL SKELETONS: Everybody likes to | PRODUCTION NOTES 
be scared on Halloween. | 
Buack Car: It wouldn’t be Halloween | 


without a good scare. 


At THE END oF THE RAINBOW 
(Play on pages 59-64) 
Characters: 2 male; 4 female. 
Guosts: It’s our duty to say Boo | 
when we meet someone on Hal- | 
loween. 
AL (70 audience): So Boo! Boo! Boo! 
To you, and you, and you! 
Our story’s done, 
You’ve had your fun, 
So Boo! Boo! Boo! (All form a 
chain placing hands on the 


Playing Time: 15 minutes. 


Costumes: Ray and Gay wear neat, but simple 
school clothes and coats. Ray wears a cap. 
Rainbow Fairy wears a filmy costume, with 
all the colors of the rainbow in it. Old Lady 
wears a dark dress and shawl, and walks 
with a cane. Little Girl wears a shabby 
dress. Businessman wears a suit and tie. 


Properties: A Pot of Gold and gold-colored 
cardboard coins to fill it. 
by Setting: At the end of the rainbow. The back- 


Shoulders of the person ahead and 
march around the stage. LITTLE 


Wircn on broom brings up the rear. 
She waves to the audience as they 


drop shows part of the rainbow, which 
ends at the center of the stage. At the end 
of it is the Pot of Gold. Several fragile- 
looking chairs, pastel cushions and stools 
are placed here and there. There are several 


vases, filled with bright crepe-paper flowers. 


march offstage with a final “Boo! 
Boo! Boo!’ Curtain.) 


Lighting: No special effects. 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Broken Broomstick 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Wiiuiam Ros Arracks A PRoBLEM 
Characters: 5 male; 3 female; 3 Small Skele- (Play on pages 65-68) 
tons and 3 Jack-o-Lanterns may be male or 
female; there may be as many children as 
desired, and they may be male or female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Little Witch wears a long black 
robe and a pointed hat. Skeletons wear 
black leotards with white ‘‘bones’’ sewn on. 
Black Cat is dressed in black and has 
whiskers and a bushy tail. The Ghosts 
wear sheets. Jack-o-Lanterns wear orange 
tissue paper over a frame; faces are drawn 
on the paper, and each carries a flashlight 
inside the frame. Mr. Goblin is dressed in 
all green. Mr. Owl is dressed in brown, has 
wings, and wears a graduation cap and 
spectacles. Old Woman wears a long dress 
and apron. Children are dressed in every- 
day clothes. 

Properties: Broken broomstick, for Witch; 
hand mirror, for Goblin; broom, for Old 
Woman. 


Characters: 2 male; 2 female; 3 male or female 


Playing Time: 15 minutes. 





Costumes: Everyday, inexpensive peasant 
clothing for all. Old Aunt Hepzibah wears 
a shawl. Old Aunt Hepzibah’s and Neigh- 
bor Woman’s skirts should be long. Pigs 
wear leotards to which short, curly tails 
are attached. 


Properties: Handkerchief for Neighbor Wo- 
man. 


Setting: There is a partition at the right side 
of the stage, suggesting one wall of the 
house (it may be no higher than the top of 
the door and could be of beaverboard or 
cardboard). To the left of the partition is 
the inside of the cottage. A fireplace is up- 
stage center; a poker stands at the left of 
the fireplace; a broom and scrub bucket are 
next to the poker. A wooden bench is in 
front of fireplace. A rocker is upstage 
right, with a churn next to it. Downstage 
left is a spinning wheel. 


Setting: A clearing in the woods. There should 
be at least one tree stump. There may be 
as many other trees, stumps, bushes, etc. | 
as desired. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





| 


| Lighting: No special effects. 
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The Courtroom of Terror 


by Betty Gray Blaine 


Characters 
JIMMIE BRowN 
Linpa Brown, his sister 
JUDGE 
Mr. PersecuTiInG ATTORNEY 
Miss Bewitcuine WitcH 
Werrp WILLIE 
Four Guosts \ 
Four Wircues{ 

Time: Halloween evening. 

BEFORE Curtain: A cluttered desk on 
the apron of the stage. Pennants are 
pinned to the curtain in the back- 
ground, a football and other boys’ 
articles are strewn around, indicating 
a corner of a boy’s room. JIMMIE 
enters, sits at his desk, and begins 
reading a large book entitled “‘M ystery 
at Midnight.” He reads a moment 
before Linpa calls to him. 

Linpa (Offstage): Jimmie, are. you 
almost ready? (JimMIE ignores the 
question and continues reading. Lin- 
DA enters.) Why, Jimmie Brown, you 
haven’t even started to get dressed. 
Have you forgotten this is Hal- 
loween? 

Jimmie: No. (Still reading) 

Linpa (Taking ghost costume which 
was hanging on the side of Jimmin’s 
chair): Here’s your costume. Hurry 
and put it on. The children have 
already begun to come to our door 
for trick or treat. 

JimMigE (Looks up annoyed): Linda, 
can’t you see I’m busy? Trick or 
treat! That’s kid stuff! I’m not 


Jury 


going out tonight. Halloween is just 
for babies. I’ve outgrown it. 


Linpa (Pleading): Oh, Jimmie, please 


come with me. It’s frightening to 
go alone. I wouldn’t dare go to 
Mrs. Ross’ house without you, and 
she always gives the best treats. 
Please come. 


Jimmie: Do you mean to tell me you 


think that weird creature who opens 
the door is real? (Linpa shakes head 
yes.) Girls really are saps. Every- 
one knows that’s Mr. Ross. There 
isn’t any such thing as an honest-to- 
goodness ghost. 


Linpa: Well, even if it is Mr. Ross, 


it’s very scary. And some of the 
ghosts are real. That is what makes 
Halloween so frightening. You 
can’t tell the real ones from the make 
believe. Well, if you’re not coming 
I'll call Betsy. She’ll be happy to 
go spooking with me. 


JimmMigE (Shrugging shoulders): Go 


ahead. My book is scarier. (LINDA 
starts out. Jimmte calls after her) 
Hey, Linda, if you catch any real 
ghosts or witches, bring one back. 
I'd like to see it. (Chuckles to himself 
and begins to read again. As he reads 
the curtain rises slowly.) 


SeTTinG: The Courtroom of Terror. 
At Rise: The judge is at his desk. A 


jack-o-lantern is on the desk. The 
ghosts and witches of the jury are in 
the jury box, and Lanna, Miss Be- 
WITCHING Witrcu, and Weird 





WILLIE are at the witness table. All 
except the witnesses are singing ‘‘The 
Terror Song,” to the tune of “The 
Whiffenpoof Song.”’ 

JupGE, Jury, and Mr. PERSECUTING 
ATTORNEY: 

We are witches and spooks who are 
on our way, 

Who, who, who, 

To frighten boys and girls on Hal- 
loween day, 

True, true, true. 

Gruesome, weird, and scary are we, 

Doomed to haunt ’til eternity, 

There’s nothing else we’d rather be, 

True, true, true. 

JuRY: 

We are the jury members of this 
courtroom, 

Who, who, who. 

We rattle our bones and pound our 
brooms, 

True, true, true. 

Who is the prisoner we have today? 

What did he do or what did he say? 

Let’s convict him without delay. 

Do, do, do. (The Wircnes pound 

their brooms on the floor, the ghosts 

wave their jack-o-lanterns, and all 

make weird noises.) 

JupGe: Silence! The Courtroom of 
Terror will come to order. We are 
gathered here to pronounce judg- 
ment on this boy who has made a 
grievous error. Mr. Persecuting 
Attorney, will you give us the facts 
of the case? Just the facts. 

Mr. PersecutinG Atrorney: Gladly, 
Your Horror. The defendant in this 
strange case is Jimmie Brown. 
(JimmiE puts down book and turns 
around surprised.) 

Jimmie: Who, me? What did I do? 


Mr. PersecuTING ATTORNEY: It has 
been charged that he is spreading 
false propaganda against the crea- 
tures who haunt the earth on Hal- 
loween. He claims there are no real 
witches and ghosts. This can seri- 
ously hurt our reputations. 

Ist Guost: What a dreadful thing to 
say! 

2np Guost: It is horrifying. 

3RD GuostT: It is not true. 

47H Guost: He has no proof. 

Ist Witcu: Let’s sentence him. 

2nD Wirtcu: Let’s whisk him away. 

3RD Witcu: Let’s haunt him. 

4TH Wircu: Let’s beat him with our 
brooms. 

JupGE: Silence in the courtroom. (To 
Jimmie) You have just heard from 
our unprejudiced jury. Each mem- 
ber has taken an oath not to form 
any opinions about our prisoner’s 
guilt until the testimony has been 
given. Isn’t that true, members of 
the jury? 

Ist Guost: Yes, Your Horror. Our 
minds are vacant. (Tittering among 
jury) 

2np Guost: Our bodies are vacant, too. 
(More tittering) 

JupGce: Mr. Persecuting Attorney, do 
you have any witnesses to this un- 
believable remark? 

Mr. Persecutinc ATroRNEy: Yes, 
Your Horror. Will Miss Linda 
Brown please step to the witness 
stand? (LinpbaA arises from chair and 
goes to center of stage, where Mr. 
PERSECUTING ATTORNEY holds out 
jack-o-lantern.) Put your right hand 
on this jack-o-lantern and repeat 
after me. I promise to tell the truth, 
the whole terrible truth, so help me 





Satan. (Linpa repeats.) Be seated. 
(She sits.) Linda, what is your re- 
lationship to the defendant? 

Linpa: He is my brother. 

Jimmie (Pleading): Linda, are you 
going to testify against me? 

Linpa: I have to, Jimmie, because you 
are ruining Halloween for everyone 
on both sides. The ghosts don’t like 
what you said any more than the 
children do. 

3RD Guost: That’s right! He hurt our 
feelings. 

4TH Guost (to 3rd): Don’t be silly. 
We don’t have any feelings. He hurt 
our pride. 

Mr. PERSECUTING ATTORNEY: 
what did Jimmie say, Linda? 
Linpa: He said that Halloween was 
“kid stuff” and that the creature 
behind Mrs. Ross’ door was Mr. 
Ross. Then he said, if I saw any 
real witches or ghosts to bring one 

back for him. 

Ist Wiren: You 
sister. 

2np Wircu: Yes, we are the latest 
style in witches. 

3RD Wircn: Our haunting techniques 
are foolproof. 

4mn Witcu: Our brooms are _jet- 
propelled. 

JupGe: Will the members of this 
ghastly ghostly jury please remain 
quiet? Call the defendant! Let us 
hear if he admits to this terrible sin. 
(LINDA leaves courtroom.) 

Mr. Persecutinc Atrrorney: Will 
Mr. Jimmie Brown take the stand. 
(Jimmiz walks up slowly.) Place 
your right hand on this jack-o- 
lantern and repeat after me. I 
promise to tell the truth, the whole 


Just 


hit the jackpot, 


76 


terrible truth, so help me Satan. 
(Jmmmir repeats and sits.) Are the 
charges made ayainst you true? 

Jimmie (Timidly): Yes, I guess go. 

Mr. PeRsecuTING ATTORNEY: Jimmie, 
look at me closely. Do I look 
familiar to you? 

Jimmie: Well, it’s been almost a year 
but you do resemble the creature at 
Mrs. Ross’ door. Are you Mr. Ross? 

Mr. Persecutinc AtrorNey: Do 
you have any doubts, Jimmie? 

Jimmie: I still can’t believe you are all 
real spirits. 

Ist Guost: We’ll torment him, tor- 
ment him. 

2np Guost: We'll pull out his hairs 
one by one. 

3RD Guost: We'll rattle his bones. 

4rn Guost: We'll make him disappear. 

Ist Witcu: We’ll run him down with 
our brooms. 

2np Witcn: We'll add him 
steaming potion. 

3rpD Witcu: We'll put him in the 
spider’s web. 

4TH Wircu: We'll make a ghost out of 
him. 


to our 


Jimmie: No, no, no. Just give me some 
proof that you really do come to 
haunt on Halloween. 

Ist Guost: Give us a clue. 

2np Guost: What must we do? 

JupGce: Jimmie, things look very dark 
for you. (Rubs his hands together) 
Have you any suggestions for your 
own defense? 

JimMix: Since I have no lawyer to de- 
fend me I should like to defend my- 
self. May I question a witch? 

JupGeE: This is a most unusual turn of 
events, but since we know we are 
real it should be very interesting to 





see if you can prove that we are not. 
Do you agree, Mr. Persecuting 
Attorney? 

Mr. PersecuTiInc ATTORNEY: Yes, 
Your Horror. It should be very 
amusing. Will Miss Bewitching 
Witch take the witness stand to 
prove that witches are really witches? 
(Miss BewrrcuHine Wircu slinks to 
chair and crosses legs.) Since 
unearthly creatures cannot be bound 
by human oaths we will skip the 
formalities. Here is your witness, 
Jimmie. Begin the questioning. 

Jimmie (Nervously): Are you really a 
witch? 

Miss BewitcuHine Wircu: You mean 
it isn’t obvious? Yes, dearie, I am a 
witch and I’m real. Here is my 
union card. (Shows card) The pic- 
ture doesn’t flatter me at all. I’m 


Miss Bewitching Witch of 1958. 
Jimmie: If you are a witch, you 


naturally fly on a broom. Is that 
right? 

Miss Bewircuine Witcn: Yes, natu- 
rally. 

Jimmie (Looking happy): Well, every- 
one knows that a witch couldn’t pos- 
sibly fly on a broom. 

Miss Bewircuinc WitcH: No one 
knows anything of the kind. It may 
be hard for you to imagine a witch 
flying through the air on a broom, 
but I’d bet my last tooth that you 
believe a big heavy airliner can fly 
over the earth and carry 20 or 30 
people besides. 

Jimmie (Looking concerned): Yes, that 
is true. I do believe in airplanes. 
(Jury cackles happily. JIMMIE paces 
in front of witch and suddenly gets 
idea.) Suppose I admit it’s possible 


that you can fly. Tell me how you 
can get into a closed house to haunt 
it when all of the boys in the neigh- 
borhood can’t find a way. (Looks 
confident) Answer that one, Miss 
Bewitching Witch. 

Miss Bewrrcuine Wircu: That’s an 
easy question. We evaporate in and 
out. It is part of our secret mysteri- 
ous powers. 

Jimmie: If it is so simple for you to 
evaporate in and out of houses, why 
do you choose such broken down 
houses to haunt? 

Miss Bewrrcnine Wrrcu: If I were 
not a witch, I would choose an 
elaborate penthouse apartment for 
my home, and I would go to work so 
I could pay my rent. But I am a 
witch you see, and I have no money 
so I must be satisfied with a house 
in the no-rent district. 

3RD Guost: We have heard enough. 

47H Guost: Yes, we have reached our 
verdict. 

lst Wrrcu: He is learning all of our 
secrets. 

2np WircH: We have more important 
things to do tonight. 

3rD WircH: Let’s send him to the 
haunting chair. 

47H Wircu: He’s guilty, guilty, guilty. 

JupGceE: Silence. Are you satisfied, 
Jimmie, that we are genuine spooks? 

Jimmie: Well, sir, Your Horror, that is, 
I do have a few more questions. 
May I question a ghost? (Miss 
BEWITCHING WircH leaves stand.) 

JupGe: You have only a short time to 
reach your decision. It appears to 
me that the jury has already reached 
a verdict concerning you. Mr. 
Persecuting Attorney, do we have 





an intelligent ghost in the court- 
room? . 

Mr. PersecuTinG ATTORNEY: Yes, 
Your Horror. Weird Willie has just 
graduated from Spookane University 
where he majored in horror. I’m 
sure he can end this trial in a hurry. 
Mr. Weird Willie, take the witness 
stand. (WerrD WILLIE goes to wit- 
ness chair and sits.) 

Jimmie: Mr. Weird Willie, if you are a 
real ghost, why do you haunt boys 
and girls only one night in the year? 

Werrp Wie: I spend a lot of my 
spare time haunting on any dark 
night. If you have ever been to the 
cemetery on such an occasion, you 
might have felt me running my 
fingers up and down your spine. 
Ghosts can only be seen on Hal- 
loween. That is our holiday. You 
might say that is our night to howl. 

Jimmie: How can you visit every child 
in the world on one night of the year? 

Werrp Wie: There are many of us. 
Besides, it’s as easy as sitting in 
your own living room watching the 
World Series on television. Do you 
realize it is going on in every home 
in the country at the same time? 

JimmigE (Shudders): I guess I didn’t 
think about that. I don’t have any 
more questions, Your Horror. (WEIRD 
WILLIE leaves chair.) 

JupGE: I hope the jury will go easy 
with you, Jimmie. The big trouble 
with the world today is that there is 
just too much doubting and not 
enough believing. Halloween with 
no ghosts and goblins would be like 
Thanksgiving with no turkey and 
birthdays with no presents. 

Mr. PeERsEecUTING ATTORNEY (E£z- 


citedly): Your Horror, I have just 
found an important piece of evidence 
against Jimmie’s belief that ghosts 
are not real. 

Ist Guost: It’s about time. 

2np Guost: I’m tired of sitting so still. 

JupGe: You may present the evidence, 
Mr. Persecuting Attorney. 

Mr. Persecutinc ATTORNEY (Takes 
ghost costume from JIMMirE’s chair): I 
found this in your room, Jimmie. 
What is it? 

Jimmie: It is a ghost costume. 

Mr. PerRsecuTING ATTORNEY: Your 
Horror and members of the jury, 
this proves beyond a doubt that 
ghosts are real. If they were not, 
then what was Jimmie dressing up 

as? 

EveRYONE: He’s_ guilty. Guilty. 
Guilty. (Jrmmie runs to his desk. 
Guosts and WitcuEs follow shouting 
threats as curtain closes, leaving 
Jimmie with head in arms on desk. 
There is a short silence.) 

Linpa (Entering in costume): Jimmie, 
this is your last chance. Will you 
come out with me? (Shakes him) 
Jimmie! Jimmie! Are you sleeping? 

Jimmie (Lifts head, calls frightened): 
No, no! Don’t touch me! 

Linpa: It’s me. Linda. (Sarcastically) 
Don’t tell me this silly old costume 
scared a big man like you. Are you 
coming or not? 

Jimmie: I must have been dreaming. 
Sure, I’ll come, Linda. Only let’s not 
go to Mrs. Ross’ house. I don’t 
want to be out too late. (Slips on 
ghost costume. Both exit.) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 96) 





Part Four 


Curtain Raiser 





Two for the Show 


by Paul S. McCo; 


Characters 

Bessie TOLLMAN, a devotee of amateur 
theatricals 

Sam, her visitor 

Voice OF ANNOUNCER 

Tre: Evening. 

SeTtinG: The living room of the Tollman 
home. 

At Rise: Besste ToLuMan is seated 
in a chair, holding a magazine, but 
listening to the news over the radio. 
The VotcE oF ANNOUNCER begins 
speaking before the curtain rises, and 
continues as it rises. 

Voice or ANNOUNCER (Fading in): 
. . . But it is believed that a satis- 
factory settlement of this dispute 
will be reached within a few days. 
(Pause) And this, ladies and gentle- 
men, concludes the early evening 
edition of the news. To keep up to 
the minute with the latest events, 
keep tuned to this station. Our next 
regularly scheduled newscast is at 
six o’clock tomorrow morning. 
(Pause) Now we invite you to stay 
tuned for the latest weather report. 
(Besste lays aside her magazine. 
She rises, moves to radio.) According 
to our local forecaster, Mr. Howard 
Shelby, we may expect partly cloudy 
skies and rising temperatures to- 
night and tomorrow, followed by 
scattered evening showers. The of- 
ficial high today, as recorded from 
the office of the local weather bureau 
. . . (BEssIE snaps off the radio. 
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Deep in thought, she moves to center. 
Mechanically she unfastens the neck- 
lace from her neck. Apparently her 
mind is on a problem. Holding neck- 
lace, she moves to desk. Absenily she 
picks up jewel case from desk, opens 
it. She drops necklace into case. 
Suddenly from offstage left comes a 
sharp crash, as though a dish had 


fallen to the floor. Bessie starts 


violently. She snaps shut the case, 
drops it onto desk, and swiftly swings 
around. She gazes across room toward 
door left. The house is quiet. BEsste 
is obviously frightened, but she slowly 
crosses stage. She reaches door left, 
pauses. Then she grimly lifts her 
shoulders, takes a deep breath, and 
silently exits. There is another pause. 
Then the door at center slowly opens. 
At open doorway stands Sam, his hat 
pulled down over his eyes. He holds 
a revolver in his hand. Sam ts in his 
twenties — cold, calculating and 
dangerous. He peers into the room. 
Certain that he is alone, he steps 
through doorway and closes door be- 
hind him. Swiftly he glances around 
the room. Cautiously he walks to 
door left. He opens the door slightly, 
listening for any sound from offstage. 
The house remains in silence. Sam 
closes the door, again glances briefly 
around the room. He moves to desk, 
and notices the jewel case. He slips 
revolver into the outside pocket of his 
suitcoat. Then he swiftly snatches 





up the case, opens it. He gives a 
start of pleasure as he discovers the 
necklace. He draws out the necklace 
and drops it into his other outside 
pocket. He snaps shut the jewel case 
and replaces it on top of desk, but some- 
what removed from its original lo- 
cation. Sam stoops over desk. Quietly 
he starts to pull out a drawer. Brsste 
enters briskly from left. Sam’s back 
is to Bessie. Bessie sees SAM.) 

Bessie (Stops short with a gasp): Oh! 
(Swiftly Sam shuts desk drawer. He 
swings around, faces Bessie. His 
hand clutches gun hidden in his 
pocket.) Why 


— why — (For a 


moment Sam stands frozen. Sam and 
Bessie gaze at each other in tense 
silence. Suddenly Bessie regains her 
She smiles, speaks with 
bright enthusiasm.) But, of course! 
You’re Mr. Sullivan. (Sam stiffens. 


composure, 


BEssIE pays no attention. She trots 
across room to Sam. Corvvally she 
extends her hand in grecting.) My, 
this is a surprise. (Sam is forced to 
shake hands.) I’m Bessie Tollman, 
you know. 

Sam (His voice strained): Bessie Toll- 
man? 

Bessie (/nnocently): You tried the 
doorbell, didn’t you? (Before Sam 
can answer) It has been out of 
order for a week. I’m so glad you 
walked right on in, although I’d 
never have known you were here if 
I hadn’t returned for my magazine. 
Do make yourself at home. (SAM 
remains silent. He’s still wary and 
menacingly alert, but he slowly re- 
moves his hat. Bessie smiles brightly). 


(Bessie indicates armchair.) 


the radio — then I heard a simply 
terrifying crash from the kitchen. 
I was certain someone had broken 
into the house. (Smiles with relief) 
But I was wrong. 
kitten, Snowball. She’d jumped 
onto the table and knocked off a 
saucer. (Laughs) Wasn’t I silly to 
be frightened? (Sam doesn’t laugh, 
nor does he move. Bessie apparently 
is not aware of his tense attitude.) 
Sit down, Mr. Sullivan. 


It was only our 


Sam (Cautiously, after a pause): Mr. 


Sullivan? 


Bessie (Smiles): Oh, I know who you 


are, even though we’ve never met. 
Take 
this chair. It’s more comfortable. 
(For a moment SAM makes no move. 
At last he places his hat on desk. 
Then he crosses to armchair and sits 
down.) You know, I do have a con- 
fession to make. When I walked 
in here and saw you, I thought for 
a moment you were a burglar. I 
suppose I was nervous because of 
Snowball and the saucer. (Laughs 
lightly) But it was stupid. I should 
have known, even though you 
didn’t find me at once, that you'd 
immediately begin to rehearse. 


Sam (On guard): Rehearse? 
Bessize (Gaily, as she moves right): 


Oh, you needn’t be embarrassed 
about it, Mr. Sullivan. I don’t 
blame you for wanting to run 
through your part, whether the other 
characters are present or not. (Brs- 
siz drops into chair before desk. She 
turns to Sam.) But really, I didn’t 
expect you tonight. 


You know, I’ve just had the most Sam: You didn’t? 
upsetting experience. I’d turned off Bursste: But of course I can under- 
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stand your enthusiasm. (Her eyes 
are bright.) This love for the theatre 
does get into one’s veins, doesn’t it? 
I realize you’re not a member of our 
local Drama Club, Mr. Sullivan, 
but I’m sure you have the same de- 
votion to amateur theatricals that 
I have. 

Sam (Slowly begins to 
Well, maybe. 

Bessie: When I learned that you had 
consented to take a lead in our next 
production, I was delighted, but sur- 
prised. 

Sam (Pointedly): You’re not the only 
one who’s surprised. 

Bessie (Continues brightly): Of course 
I’d never met you, but our director, 
Mr. Dodd, was elated when you ac- 
cepted the role. 


understand): 


He thinks you're 


the perfect criminal type. 


Sam (Evenly): Mr. Dodd must be a 
smart man. 

Bessik£ (Caily): You should know, Mr. 
Sullivan. I understand you and Mir. 
Dodd were boyhood friends. (Swd- 
denly rises) But I’m sure I’m boring 
you. (SAM jumps up. He’s alert and 
SUSPICIOUS. 
innocent. ) 


Bessié appears Lrightly 

You'll just have to stop 
me when I get on a talking spree. 

Sam (Begins to relax): You haven't 
bored me. 

Bessie (Beams): I’m so glad. 

Sam: You have no idea how revealing 
your conversation has been. 

Bessie: How nice! (Pauses thought- 
fully) But really, Mr. Sullivan, | 
should tell you something else 
something you might not know. 

Sam: There are a good many things | 
don’t know — yet. 


Bessie: It’s Mr. Dodd. He’s a fine 


director, of course. (Slowly) But 

he doesn’t seem to think too much 

of my acting ability. I realize my 
role in the play isn’t very important, 
but I honestly believe he’d like to 

Mr. Dodd feels that 
I’m not emotionally mature. That’s 
the way he expressed it. (She walks 
to center.) In fact, he made the 
statement that my acting smells. 

Sam (Affects surprise): He did? Why, 
the dirty lug! (Quickly corrects him- 
self) I mean my dear old pal 
(/1is voice trails off.) 

Bessie (Firmly): I know I can act. 
With your help, Mr. Sullivan, I’m 
going to prove it to our director. 
(Pause) | do hope this little meeting 
hasn’t disappointed you. 

Sam: Quite the contrary. (With a 
significant grin) In fact, I consider 
this a most fortunate situation. 

Bessie (Pleased): Mr. Sullivan, you 

a gentleman. (Smiles) But 
enough of this chit-chat. I’m sure 
you want to rehearse our 
I’ll get my _ seript. (She 
toward door left.) I'm afraid I haven't 
memorized quite all my role. 

Sam (Quickly alert): Just a minute! 

Bessig (Pauses, turns to Sam): Yes? 


replace me. 


are 


scene. 


n.OvES 


Sam (Hesitates): 1 was just curio: s 

Bessie: About what, Mr. Sullivan? 

Sam: Do you live here alone? 

Bessie (Silartled): Alone? Goodness, 
no! Didn’t anybody tell you? 

Sam (Vaguely): Not specifically. 

Besste: My husband and I reside in 
this house. I realize we’re here in 
the suburbs with no close neighbors 

(She breaks off with a smile.) 

But we like it. 

Sam: Yes. So do I. 





Bessie (Nods): It ts cozy and quiet. 

Sam (After a slight pause): Your hus- 
band is at home? 

Bessig£: Tonight? Oh, no. He’s at- 
tending a meeting of some sort. 
(She takes a step back toward center.) 
I must tell you a little joke on him. 
He went off without his key. That’s 
why I left the front door unlocked. 
He'll be late getting in you know 
how men are on their nights out — 
and I didn’t want him to disturb 
me. (As an afterthought.) Im so 
sorry he isn’t here to meet you. 

Sam: I’m sure we can manage beauti- 
fully. (With a slow smile) Just you 
and I. 

BessreE: I'l] pick up my script and be 
with you in a moment, Mr. Sullivan. 
(She moves to door left, exits. Im- 
mediately SAM snaps into action. 
Quietly but quickly he crosses stage 
to desk. He glances briefly across 
room at door left. Then he turns to 
desk. Silently he pulls open desk 
drawer. He fumbles through contents 
of drawer as though searching for ad- 
ditional loot. He finds nothing of im- 
portance. He’s obviously disappointed. 
He closes drawer, turns from desk 
toward audience. After another swift 
glance toward door left, he carefully 
draws out the necklace from his out- 
side pocket. He studies it as though 
to be certain it is still in his possession. 
With a smug smile, he slips the neck- 
lace back into his pocket. As he 
steps again toward center, 
enters from left. 
of the play script.) 

Sam: You weren’t long. 

Bessie (With animation): 
this script in the kitchen. 


BESSIE 
She carries a copy 


I’ve had 


I try to 


study it while I’m drying the dishes. 
I haven’t memorized for years, Mr. 
Sullivan, and it does seem difficult. 

Sam: I suppose so. 

Bessie (Thumbs through script): Let's 
see now (Suddenly looks up) I 
suppose we should run through the 
scene where you hold me up. 

Sam (Startled): Hold you up? 

Bessie (With a little laugh): Mr. Sul- 
livan! You act as though you 
hadn’t even read the play. 

Sam (Thinks quickly): Vm afraid I 
haven't given it as much attention 
as I should have. 

Bessie (.Nods brightly): I know. You’re 
a busy man. But you remember, of 
course, that you take the part of an 
underworld character — cold, ruth- 
less, dangerous. I play the role of 
Mrs. Saxon, the wealthy old lady 


who lives alone. (She gazes at script, 
finds the scene.) 


Now, in this scene 
you enter my home and threaten 
to kill me. (Sam, listening closely, 
nods.) You’re already in the room 
when I enter. But the moment you 
hear the door open, you swing 
around and point a pistol at me. 
(She breaks off, suddenly disturbed.) 
Oh, dear! I wish we had a gun. 

Sam (With a start): A gun? 

Besste (.Vods): It is awkward to do 
the scene without a firearm. I’m 
sure we don’t even have a wooden 
shotgun around here. (Sighs) I sup- 
pose you'll either have to use my 
rolling pin or the egg beater. But 
I’m afraid we simply can’t throw 
ourselves into the scene. 

Sam (Slowly, after a pause): 
Tollman 

Besste: Yes? 


Mrs. 





Sam: / have a gun. 
Bessie: Really? 
But of course! 


(Suddenly smiles.) 

Professional actors 
always carry their properties with 
them, don’t they? And Mr. Dodd 
said you’d been on the stage for 
several years. (She walks to Sam, 
speaks expectantly.) Where is it? 

Sam: Where’s what? 

Bessie (Brightly): The gun you're 
going to shoot me with. 

Sam: Oh, the gun. (BEssIE nods 
brightly. Sam hesitates. At last he 
slowly draws the revolver from his coat 

BEsSIE at it with 
breathless interest.) 

Bessie: My goodness, Mr. Sullivan, 
it looks real. 

Sam (Evenly): It is real. 

Bessie: Honestly? (Bessie is happily 
excited.) Then our scene’s going to 
be the most authentic one in the 
play. (Suddenly) Do you mind if 
I hold it? 

Sam: Hold what? 

Bessie: The firearm. 

Sam: Well, I — I 

Bessie: 1 won’t drop it. (BrEssie fakes 
gun from Sam’s hand. Sam is dis- 
turbed, but he attempts to hide his 
concern. BEssiE gazes at the gun 
with Then 
looks up.) Do you know something, 
Mr. Sullivan? This is the first time 
I’ve ever touched a real gun. 

Sam: That’s what I guessed. 

BEssIE 


pocket. 


pe ers 


considerable awe. she 


(Continues to inspect gun): 
Goodness, it gives me the creeps. 
(She shudders.) 


Sam: I’m glad to hear you say that. 


Bessie (Gingerly examines the gun as 
she moves left): It’s so cold and 


deadly looking. Wouldn’t it be 


simply awful to come face to face 
with a thing like this? 
I’d simply collapse. 

Sam (Delighted by the 
Really? 


I’m certain 
information) : 


Bessie (Grips gun more firmly, with 
her finger on trigger): On Skid Row 
it’s called a “gat,” isn’t it? 

Sam (Warningly): Be careful! 

Bessie (Sfill studies gun): Careful? 

Sam: Of that gun. It’s loaded. (Bessie 
suddenly becomes a changed character. 
Instead of a chirping, lightheaded 
woman, she is now grim, cold, cou- 
rageous. Swiftly she swings around. 
( nflinchingly she points the gun at 
SAM.) 

Bessie ([n a hard and menacing tone): 
I know it’s loaded! 
Sam (With a_ sudden 
Bessie): Why, you! 


leap toward 
Bessie (Snaps the command): Don’t 

move! (The gun covers Sam. He 

stops, frozen. He gazes in horror at 

Bessig. After a tense pause, BESSIE 
Her tone is steel-edged.) 
You’re Sam Conlow — alias “The 
Rat” — alias “The Killer.” You’re 
wanted in half a dozen states. If 
you take one step, I’ll blow your 
brains out! 


speaks. 


I have a trigger-happy 
finger. (There is another tense pause. 
Sam is trapped, and he’s entirely aware 
of the fact.) 

Sam (With effort): How did you know? 

Bessie: About you? 
on. 


I had my radio 
You were featured on the news- 
cast tonight. The story of your 
escape was the first item. Seems 
you’d been spotted out this way. 
Listeners were warned to be on the 
lookout. 
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Sam (Desperately): You can’t prove 
anything! 

Bessie (Evenly): You have my neck- 
lace. (SAM gives a start of surprise. 
Then he attempts to control his emo- 
tion.) 

Sam: What makes you think - 

Bessie (Cuts in): You took it out of 
the jewel case on the desk. 

Sam (Suddenly snarls): You didn’t see 
me! 

Bessie: No. But the jewel case was 
moved to the other side of the desk 
after I placed my necklace in it. 
I noticed the change as soon as I 
walked in here. You’d picked up the 
case, opened it, and - 

Sam (Savagely): Shut up! (After a 
pause) So you think you’re smart. 

Bessie: Not smart. Just observant — 
as any good actress is. (Neither 
Bessie nor Sam have moved. Sud- 
denly the silence is broken by a loud 
knock on center door.) 


taking his eyes from Bessie): Who’s 
that? 

Bessie: The police. I phoned them 
when I went into the other room 
after my script. 

Sam: You — double-crosser! (The 
knock on door is repeated, but Bessie 
doesn’t move. At last Sam speaks with 
sarcasm.) Well, why don’t you go 
to the door and let ’em in? 

Bessie (Sfoutly): I won’t move until 
the police bring Mr. Dodd out here. 
I want that director to see for him- 
self that Bessie Tollman is the best 
actress in this town! (In grim 
triumph Bessie takes a step toward 
Sam. She calls over her shoulder.) 
Come in, officer! (Sam gazes al 
Bessie in terror. Brsstr’s hand is 
firm and steady as she keeps Sam 
covered uith gun. 
begins to open. 


falls.) 


The center door 
The curtain quickly 


END 


Sam (After a tense pause, and without THE 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Two FOR THE SHow 


Characters: 1 male; 1 female; male off-stage 
voice. 


Playing Time: 15 minutes. 


Costumes: Bessie wears house dress and neck- 
lace. Sam wears a suit and hat. 


Properties: Necklace, for Bessie; gun, for Sam. 


Setting: A comfortably furnished living room. 
Doors center and left lead to the front. porch 
and the rear portion of the house. Down- 
stage right is a desk with a drawer in it. 
On the desk is an empty jewel case, and in 
front of the desk is a chair. There is an 
armchair downstage left. Against the back 
wall is a small table with a radio on it. 
Other furniture may be added as desired. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Five 


Radio Play 





Around the World in Eighty Days 


by Jules Verne 
adapted by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
THOMAS FLANAGAN 
ANDREW STUART 
GAUTIER RALPH 
PuiLeas Foae 
PASSEPARTOUT 
4 MEN 
Derecrive Fix 
CoNnsuUL 
2 Train ConpucTors 
PARSEE 
BRAHMIN 
Princess AouDA 
PiLor 
BUTLER 
NARRATOR 
NARRATOR: In 1872, the man who has 
come to be known as the Father of 
Science Fiction wrote what many 
critics consider to be his best novel, 
and which has proved to be his most 
popular. Oddly enough, this book 
was not concerned with foreseeing 
technological achievements of the 
future, as were his other books, but 
with proving the possibility of 
achieving the fantastic at once. The 
author was, of course, Jules Verne, 
and the story you are about to hear 
is taken from his well-loved book, 
Around the World in Eighty Days. 
Music: In and under. 
Narrator: The story begins with a 
bank robbery. Fifty-five thousand 
pounds have been stolen from the 


Bank of England. The news is on 
everyone’s lips, and in everyone’s 
thoughts. In the drawing room of 
the Reform Club, four of the mem- 
bers are discussing the outrageous 
theft over a game of whist. 

FLANAGAN: Well, gentlemen, 
about that robbery? 

Sruart: I say the bank will lose the 
money. 

Raupu: Oh, I don’t know about that, 
Stuart. I think we may yet capture 
the thief. Skillful detectives have 


what 


been sent to all the principal ports of 


America and the Continent, and 
he’ll be a clever fellow if he slips 
through their fingers. 

Sruart: According to the Daily Tele- 
graph, it wasn’t a thief at all! 

FLANAGAN: What? A fellow who makes 
off with all that.money not a thief? 

Foca (A cold, but sure voice): The 
Daily Telegraph says he is a gentle- 
man. 

Sruart: Right, Fogg! And I maintain 
that the chances are in favor of his 
getting away, for he must be a 
shrewd fellow. 

Rautpx: But where can he go? 
country is safe for him! 

FLANAGAN: Oh, I don’t know. 
world is big enough. 

Foee: It was once. 
please. 

FLANAGAN: What do you mean by 


No 
The 


Cut the cards, 





that remark, Fogg? 
grown smaller? 

Foe: Certainly it has. A man can 
now go round it ten times more 
quickly than he could have a hun- 
dred years ago. 


Has the world 


Sruart: Precisely, Fogg. That is why 
the search for this thief will be more 
likely to succeed. 

FLANAGAN: And also why the thief 
‘an get away more easily! 

FoceG: Please be so good as to play 
your card, Mr. Stuart. 

SruartT: Just because you can go 
around the world in three months — 

FoaG (Interrupting calmly): I beg your 
pardon. In eighty days. 

FLANAGAN: Quite right, Fogg. 
right! 


Quite 
According to this chart here 
in the newspaper, the trip can be 
made in exactly eighty days. 
see? 


Sruart: That chart may be all very 


You 


good. But what may work on paper 
doesn’t always work in actuality. 
That doesn’t take into account bad 
weather, contrary winds, shipwrecks, 
railways accidents, and so on. 

Foaee: Oh, yes. All are included. Two 
trumps. 

Sruarr: You are right theoretically, 
Mr. Fogg. But practically 

FoaG: Practically also, Mr. Stuart. 

Sruart (Laughing): Ha! I'd like to 
see you do it in eighty days! 

Foaa: Gladly. 

Stuart: No, man, I’m serious! [ll 
wager four thousand pounds that 
such a journey, made under these 
conditions, is impossible. 

FocG: Quite possible, on the con- 
trary. 

SruartT: Well, make it, then! 


Foac: I should like nothing better. 
Srvuarr: When, Mr. Phileas 
when? 


Fogg, 


FoGcG: At onee. Only I warn you, you 
shall lose your four thousand! 

FLANAGAN: Come, come, you two must 
be joking! Back to the game! 

Srvuarr: When I say I'll wager, I'll 
wager. 

Focc: All right. I have a deposit of 
twenty thousand pounds at Baring’s, 
which I will willingly risk upon it. 

Raven: Twenty thousand pounds! 

FLANAGAN: Which you might lose, 
Fogg, by a single accidcntal delay? 

FocG: The unforeseen does not exist. 

Ravpu: But Mr. Fogg, eighty days are 
only the estimate of the least possible 
time in which the journey can be 
made. 

FocG: A well-used minimum suffices 
for everything. 

FLANAGAN: You are joking! 

Foaae: A true Englishman doesn’t joke 
when he is talking about so serious a 
thing as a wager. I will bet twenty 
thousand pounds, against anyone 
who wishes, that I will make a tour 
of the world in eighty days or less; 
in nineteen hundred and 
hours, or a hundred and 
thousand two hundred minutes. 
you accept? 

ALL (/n unison, amazed): Yes, 
Fogg, we accept. 

Focc: Good. The train leaves for 
Dover at a quarter before nine. I 
will take it. 

Raupu (Incredulous): This very eve- 
ning? 

Foae (Calmly): This very evening. As 
today is Wednesday, the second of 
October, I shall be due in London, 


twenty 
fifteen 
Do 


Mr. 





in this very room of the Reform 
Club, on Saturday, the twenty-first 
of December, at a quarter before 
nine p.M., or else the twenty thou- 
sand pounds will belong to you 
gentlemen. Here is my check for 
that amount. I am quite ready now. 
Diamonds are trump. Be so good 
as to play, gentlemen. 

Music: Lively theme, in and under. 

With that, Mr. Phileas 
Fogg, calmly, coolly and precisely 
closes the wager of twenty thousand 
pounds, one half his fortune, and re- 
solves to go around the world in 
eighty days. 


NARRATOR: 


Having won twenty 
guineas at whist, and taken leave of 
his friends, Fogg leaves the Reform 


Club at twenty-five minutes past 


seven, goes directly home, and sum- 
mons his serving man, Jean Passe- 
partout. 
FoGG: Passepartout! Passepartout! 
PassepartouT (A jovial Frenchman, 
fading on): Yes, Monsieur Fogg? 
FoaG: We start for Dover and Calais 
in ten minutes. 

PassepartroutT (Curiously): Monsieur 
is going to leave home? 

Foaa: Yes. 
world. 


We are going around the 
Passepartrout (Taken aback): Sacre 
bleu! A — around the — world? 
Foca (Calmly, as always): Yes. In 
eighty days. But we haven’t a mo- 
ment to lose. 

Passeparrout: But the trunks? 

FocG: We'll have no trunks; only a 
carpetbag, with two shirts and three 
pairs of stockings for myself, and the 
same for you. We'll buy our clothes 
on the way. Bring down my travel- 


ling cloak and some stout shoes. 
Make haste! 

Narrator: Within ten minutes Passe- 
partout, still amazed at what his 
master has said, presents himself 
once again to Mr. Fogg. 

FoaGe: You have forgotten nothing? 

PassEPARTOUT: Nothing, monsieur. 

FocGc: Good. Take this carpetbag, 
and take good care of it, for there 
are twenty thousand pounds in it. 

PassePpArrouT: Twenty —_ twenty 
thou 

Foac: Twenty thousand — pounds, 
Passepartout. Come along! 

Music: Jaunty theme, in and under. 

NARRATOR: Within an hour of their 
strange the news of 
Fogg’s outlandish wager is splashed 
all over the London papers. Im- 
mediately, thought of the bank rob- 
bery drops from people’s interest, 
and everyone is taken up with this 
strange Phileas Fogg. 

First Man (High British accent): 
Around the 


world in eighty days! 
Impossible! 


SEcOoND MAN 
Ridiculous! 
Turrp Man 
Absurdity! 

Fourtu Man (Drawling Cockney ac- 
cent): Just plain balmy! 

NarRATOR: Wagers are placed. Will 
Fogg make it? Is it possible? While 
his name is on all the lips of London, 
Fogg himself is settled in a railroad 
car, calmly and unexcitedly reading 
his newspaper, seeming to be less 
concerned with his own voyage than 
is anyone else. The only interest he 
seems to show in the trip is in keep- 
ing a complete daily record of ar- 


departure, 


(High British accent): 


(High British accent): 





rivals, departures, times and sched- 
ules in a small diary, which is as 
compact, complete and well-organ- 
ized as Fogg himself. Suddenly, the 
confused Passepartout lets out a 
yelp. 

Passepartout: Sacre bleu! 

Foce: What is the matter, my good 
man? 

Passepartout: Alas! In my hurry — 
I — I — forgot — 

Foca: What? 

PassePARTOUT: Monsieur — to turn 
off the gas in my room! 

Foaa: Very well, young man. It will 
burn — at your expense! You may 
reimburse me when we return. 

Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 

Foee: Arrived at Dover —on time. 
(Beat) Arrived at Calais — on time. 
(Beat) Board the steamer, M ongolia— 
on time. Bound for Suez. 

Sounp: Long blast of a boat whistle. 

Narrator: Unknown to Fogg, how- 
ever, at the very moment he is set- 
ting sail for Suez, the London papers 
are once again filled with his name. 
A telegram from Detective Fix in 
Suez has been received by the Com- 
missioner of Police. The message of 
the dispatch reads: 

Frx (A sly, evil man): Rowan, Com- 
missioner of Police, Scotland Yard: 
I’ve found the bank robber. Phileas 
Fogg. Send without delay a warrant 
of arrest to Suez. Signed, Detective 
Fix. 

NARRATOR: So that is it. Phileas Fogg 
fits the description of the bank 
robber, and preparations are under 
way to arrest him when he reaches 
Suez. 

Frx: I tell you, Consul, this Phileas 


Fogg is the robber! We must arrest 
him the moment he lands. 

ConsuL: Now, now, Mr. Fix. You are 
the detective; I am only the consul. 
You may think Fogg is the bank 
robber, but if his papers are in order, 
and I have no warrant for his arrest, 
he may go on. 

Frx: What? You're going to let this 
thief slip through your fingers? 

Consut: I am not convinced that he is 
a thief. From his description in the 
newspaper, he sounds like an honest 
man. 

Frx: Consul, great robbers always re- 
semble honest folks. Take my word 
for it; Fogg is the thief. 

ConsuL: We shall see, Detective Fix. 
We shall see. 

Music: Light theme, in and under. 

Narrator: After arriving in Suez, 
Fogg goes to the Consul’s office to 
have his passport examined. There, 
Detective Fix hopes to arrest him. 

Consut: All seems to be in order here, 
Mr. Fogg. You may go. 

Foce (Fading): Thank you for your 
trouble, Consul. 

Frx (Furiously): What, Consul? You’re 
going to let him escape? 

Consu.: I have no legal grounds for 
keeping him. 

Frx: You’re letting a fortune in reward 
money escape you! But I’m not so 
foolish as you! 

ConsuL: What are you going to do? 

Fix: Send a dispatch to London for a 
warrant of arrest to be sent in- 
stantly to Bombay, take passage on 
board the Mongolia, follow this rogue 
to India, and there, on English soil, 
arrest him politely, with my warrant 





in my hand, and my hand on his 
shoulder. 

Music: Suspenseful theme, 
under. 

Foae: October 20th, the Mongolia 
arrives at Bombay. Since we are 
not scheduled to arriveuntil the 22nd, 
we have gained two days on our 
program. 

NARRATOR: Thus, as is his custom, 
Phileas Fogg makes another entry 
in his notebook concerning his 
journey’s progress. At the same time 
that Mr. Fogg is enjoying the gain of 
time, Detective Fix is cursing it. 

F rx: Two days gained, worse luck! No 
wonder the warrant for arrest hasn’t 
arrived in Bombay yet. And no 
doubt Fogg will be gone before it 
has a chance to get here. I suppose 
the only thing to do is send another 
dispatch requesting a warrant, this 
one to be sent to Calcutta. I’m de- 
termined to catch this thief who calls 
himself Phileas Fogg! 

Sounp: Whirr of railroad-train wheels, 
in and under. 

Foaae: Half-past twelve. Burhampoor. 
Everything on schedule. 

Sounp: Train wheels up briefly, then 
under. 

Foae: Evening in the Sutpour Moun- 
tains. Everything on schedule. 

Sounpb: Train wheels up, then 
quickly. 

Conpuctor (Calling out): Passengers 
will get out here! All passengers will 
get out here! 

Foaa: What does this mean? 
haven’t reached the 
Allahabad. 

PassepartTout (Fading on, excitedly): 
Monsieur, no more railway! 


in and 


out 


We 


destination, 
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Foae: What do you mean? 

PassEPARTOUT: I mean to say the 
train is not going on. 

Foaa: Conductor, what is the meaning 
of this? 

Conpuctor: This is the end of the line. 
All passengers out! 

Foaa: But where are we? 

Conpucror: At the hamlet of Kholby. 

Foaa: Do we stop here? 

Conpuctor: Certainly. 
isn’t finished. 

PassEPARTOUT: What? 
Sacre bleu! 

Conpuctor: No, there’s still a matter 
of fifty miles to be laid from here to 
Allahabad, where the line begins 
again. 

Foaa: But the papers announced the 
opening of the railway throughout! 
Conpuctor (Fading): Can’t help that, 

sir. The papers were mistaken! 

PAssEPARTOUT: Oh, Monsieur Fogg, 
what are we to do? We are in the 
middle of a jungle! 

Foea (Calmly): We shall find some 
means of conveyance to Allahabad. 

PASSEPARTOUT: But what will this do 
to your schedule, to your timing? 

Foaa: I have gained two days so far, 
so that I have them to sacrifice. A 
steamer leaves Calcutta for Hong 
Kong at noon on the 25th. This 
is the 22nd, and we shall reach 
Calcutta in time. Come, Passe- 
partout! 

Music: Light-hearted theme, in and 
under. 

NarRATOR: Undaunted by this sudden 
interruption in his plans, Phileas 
Fogg looks about for a means of con- 
veyance to Calcutta, and, after much 
difficulty and expense, manages to 


The railway 


Not finished! 





buy an elephant and to hire a driver 
who will take them to Allahabad. 
The driver is a Parsee, who knows 
the forest quite well, and with Fogg 
and Passepartout seated in howdahs, 
the Parsee guides the elephant into 
the forest. After traveling for 
twenty hours with little difficulty, 
though considerable discomfort, the 
three are surprised when, all of a 
sudden, with no warning, the ele- 
phant stops cold in his tracks. 

FoaG: What’s the trouble, driver? 

Parsee: I don’t know, Officer. The 
elephant seems to fear something. 

PasseparTout: What’s that noise a 
way off? Sounds like people! 

FoaeG: Stand on the elephant’s head, 
driver, and tell us what you see. 
ParsEE: A procession of Brahmins is 

coming this way. We must prevent 
them from seeing us, if possible. 
Quick, let us hide in that thicket. 
We shall be able to see them pass 
from there. 
Passepartrout (After a beat, in a 
whisper): What are they doing? 
PaRSEE (Whispering): It is a suttee. 
FoceG (Whispering): What is a suttee? 
Parsee: Do you see that woman, be- 
tween the Brahmins, bound hand 
and foot, and moving along as 
though in a dream? She is the widow 


of that man, whose body you see 
being carried. 
the woman will be burned with the 
corpse of her husband. 


Tomorrow at dawn 


Foaa: Is it possible that these barbar- 
ous customs still exist in India and 
that the English have been unable 
to put a stop to them? 

Parsee: The English have little power 


over these savages of the jungle 
territories. 

PassepartroutT: The poor wretch, to 
be burned alive! 

FoGG: Suppose we save this woman. 
I have yet twelve hours to spare; 
we can devote them to that. 

PassePpartTout: Why, you are a man 
of heart, Monsieur Fogg! 

I have the 

time. But how are we to accomplish 


FoGaGc: Sometimes, when 


it? See how heavily she is guarded. 

Parsee: You must wait till night falls; 
then perhaps the guards will be 
asleep. They would kill you with 
slow tortures if you were caught! 

Foca: Very well, then. We shall wait 
here until nightfall, and then 
therf we shall see. 


well, 


Music: Mysterious theme, in and under. 

Narrator: From their hiding place in 
the thicket, 
partout and their guide, the Parsee, 
watch the Brahmin priests perform 
their savage rites of prayer. At last 
night falls, but alas!’ Four guards, 
who have abstained from the drink 
which has made the others drowsy, 
remain awake to keep careful watch 
on their drugged victim, although 
the other Brahmins sleep on the 
ground. 

Parsee: See! All but the four guards 
are asleep beneath the full moon! 
Foca (Bitterly): Yes, but with those 
four brutes, how 

complish anything? 
Parsee: I do not know, Officer. The 
situation looks grave. 
Foca: To let that young woman die is 
heartless. To try to save her would 
be foolhardy! 


Passe- 


Phileas Fogg, 


are we to ac- 





BrauMin (Off mike, a cry of surprise): 
Ahhbh! 

Foae: Something is happening! The 
guards are shouting! 

Parsee: Look, Officer. 
the dead man. 


The corpse of 
He is rising from the 
He is not dead! 
How can that be? 
Parsee: The Brahmin 

awake and bowing down. A miracle! 
They 


bier. 
Foca: 
priests are 
FoGeG: Miracles are impossible. 
don’t occur! 
Parsee: What be? ‘The 
corpse is lifting the woman in his 


arms! 


else can it 


He is carrying her this way? 
Oh, I am frightened! 

Foca (Joyfully): Look! — It’s 
partout! He has taken the place of 


Passe- 


the dead man under cover of dark- 

ness! Passepartout! 

Passeparroutr (Fading on, breathing 
heavily): Quick, gentlemen! — Let 
us be off! Help me lift the young 

lady into a howdah. She is still 

Quick! We must be off! 


As soon as they find the naked corpse 


( Lr ywwsy. 


of the real dead man, all will be over 
with us. Hurry! 

Music: Excited theme, in and under. 

NARRATOR: Quickly, the travelers 
mount their elephant and are on 
their way through the dense forest. 
By the time the Brahmins discover 
the trickery that has made them be- 
lieve in a false miracle, Fogg and 
his friends are far out of their reach. 
It is the cleverness and daring of 
Passepartout that saves the life of 
the young Indian woman, who turns 
out to be the fairest of India’s fair 
Princess Aouda. 

Music: [n and under. 


NarrRATOR: As Fogg had_ predicted, 


the Parsee guide succeeds in reach- 
ing Allahabad in time for him to 
make his next connection. In 
gratitude Fogg says to the guide: 
FoGG: Parsee, you have been service- 
able and devoted. I have paid you 
for your service, but not for your 
Would you like to have 
this elephant? 


devotion. 
He is yours. 
Parsee: Your honor is giving me a 
fortune! 
Foca: Take him, guide, and I shall still 
be your debtor. 
Music: Happy theme, in and unde 
FoaG: Allahabad reached 
ule. (Beat) Benares reached — on 
(Beat) October 25th. Due 
to arrive at Calcutta, and have ar- 
rived at 
neither 


on sched- 
schedule. 


Caleutta, on schedule, 
ahead of 


(Musing) I gained two days 


behindhand nor 


time. 


between London and Bombay, and 


I lost them in the journey across 
India and the rescuing of Princess 
But I don’t mind admitting 
to myself that I don’t regret having 
her with us 


Aouda. 


not for a moment! 
Music: Happy theme, in and under. 
NARRATOR: Fix had not been able to 
reach Caleutta, and so once again 
Phileas Fogg sets out, this time ac- 
companied by the lovely Indian girl, 
Aouda, as well s_ Passepartout. 
He is unaware that he is suspected 
of being the notorious bank robber. 
Fix: Dear Scotland Yard. I am pur- 
suing Phileas Fogg to Hong Kong, 
and hope that a warrant for his ar- 
rest will be there when we arrive. 
Hong Kong is the last English 
ground on which I may arrest him, 
and if I lose him there, he is lost to 
us forever. Detective Fix. 





Music: Exciting theme, in and under. 

Aoupa (A sweet-voiced young woman): 
Mr. Fogg, I—I wish to acknowl- 
edge my debt of gratitude to you for 
saving my life. 

Foca: As I explained to you, Princess 
Aouda, it was chiefly Passepartout 
that was responsible for that happy 
event. 

Aovupa: Do you look upon it, then, as 
a “happy” event? 

Foee: Yes, madam, I do indeed. I 
shall be sorry to see you leave us 
once we reach Hong Kong and you 
have access to your relations. 

Aoupa (Wistfully): I, too, shall be 
sorry, Mr. Fogg. 

Music: Romantic theme, in and under. 

Foce: October 30th. We reach the 
Strait of Malacca. On time. (Beat) 
October 31st. 4 a.m. We reach 
Singapore. On time. (Beat) Five 
o’clock a.m., November 6th, we 
reach Hong Kong. Due to me- 
chanical difficulties, twenty-four 
hours behind schedule. 

Aoupa: Do you make a record of every 
stop in your strange journey around 
the world, Mr. Fogg? 

Foae: Yes, and alas, I fear we shall 
not be able to make up the time 
lost. The Carnatic, on which we 
were to have sailed for Yokohama, 
has already gone, according to my 
timetable. 

PassEPARTOUT (Fading on): A whole 
day lost! Is there no hope, Mon- 
sieur? 

Foac: We shall see. (Calling out) 
Pilot! Pilot! 


Pitot (Fading on): Yes, sir? 
Foce: Do you know when the next 
steamer will leave for Yokohama? 
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Piror: At high tide tomorrow morn- 
ing, sir. 

Foce: Ah! And what is the steamer’s 
name? 

Prtor: The Carnatic. 

Foca: But was she not to have gone 
yesterday? 

Pitor: Yes, sir, but they had to repair 
one of her boilers, and so her de- 
parture was postponed till tomorrow. 

Passerartout (Happily): Oh, pilot, 
you are the best of good fellows! 

Music: Triumphant theme, in and 
under. 

Narrator: The arrest warrant has not 
arrived, and seeing Phileas Fogg get 
away from him infuriates Detective 
Fix, who makes the following re- 
solve. 

Frx: I'll get him yet, if it’s the last 
thing I do. Once he leaves Hong 
Kong, I’ve no power over him. But 
he seems to be serious about return- 
ing to England. I’ll just follow him; 
and the moment he sets foot on 
British soil, I’ll arrest that notorious 
bank robber. I'll get you yet, Mr. 
Phileas Fogg! 

Narrator: In addition to Fix’s plan 
going awry in Hong Kong, another 
plan concerning the journey of Mr. 
Fogg changes. It is Fogg himself 
who breaks the news to the Indian 
woman, Princess Aouda. 

Foce: Miss Aouda, I have unhappy 
news for you. 

Aoupa (Afraid): What is it, Mr. Fogg? 

Foca: The wealthy uncle with whom 
you hoped to find shelter in Hong 
Kong resides here no longer. From 
all I have been able to learn, he has 
been gone from this place for two 
years, and now resides in Holland. 





Aoupa: What ought I to do, Mr. Fogg? 

Foae (Firmly): It is very simple. Go 
on to Europe with us. 

Aoupa: Oh, but I cannot intrude — 

Foca: You do not intrude, nor do you 
in the least embarrass my project. 
Passepartout! 

PassEPARTOUT (Fading on): Yes, mon- 
sieur? 
FoaG: Go to the Carnatic and engage 
three cabins. Princess Aouda is 

coming with us! 

Music: Happy theme, in and under. 

Foae: December 3rd. We arrive at 
San Francisco, on schedule. 

Sounp: Railroad-train wheels, in and 
under. 

Foae: December 5th. We pass the 
great Salt Lake, on schedule. 

Sounp: Train wheels in, under and out. 

Foca: December 7th. Green River, 
Wyoming. An unscheduled delay 
here, reason as yet unknown. 

PAasSsEPARTOUT (Fading on): Monsieur, 
it seems we are to be dogged with 
bad luck. 

Foee: What is the matter, Passe- 
partout? 

PassEPARTOUT: A bridge up ahead has 
been weakened by the snow. They 
are afraid to run the train over it. 

Aoupa (Sympathetically): Oh, Mr. 
Fogg, to be so near and yet so far! 

Foae: All is not lost. Conductor! 
Conductor! 

SECOND ConbuctTor (Fading on): Yes, 

sir? 

Foca: What is the cause of this delay? 

Conpuctor: The bridge up ahead is 
weakened. We daren’t take the 
train over it. If the bridge should 
snap under the weight, it would 
mean instant death for us all. 


Foca: I must continue this journey 
without delay. Here is a reward of 
five hundred dollars. Put on the 
very highest speed you have, and 
we'll make it across. 

ConpucTor (Tentatively): Well, sir — 

Foae: I'll make that reward a thou- 
sand dollars! 

Conpuctor: Did you say a thousand? 
All aboard! All aboar — oard! 

Sounp: Train wheels, in and under. 

Narrator: Following the advice of 
Mr. Fogg, the train moves forward 
with all the speed it can muster. 
Faster and faster and faster still it 
goes, till it hardly rests upon the 
rails at all. Like a flash they pass 
over the bridge! The train leaps, so 
to speak, from bank to _ bank. 


Scarcely has the train passed the 
river, when the bridge, completely 


ruined, falls with a crash down into 
the rapids of Medicine Bow. 

Sounp: Train wheels up briefly, then 
under. 

Foce: December llth. New York 
City, on time! 

Sounb: Steamboat whistle. 

Foaa: December 21st, twenty minutes 
before twelve noon. Liverpool, 
England. The eightieth day, and 
only six hours away from London. 

Fix (Fading on): How does it feel to 
have English soil beneath your feet 
once again, Mr. Fogg? 

Foaa (Coldly): I beg your pardon, sir. 
How do you know my name? 

Fix: Then you are really Phileas Fogg? 

Foace: I am. 

Fix: Ah, good. Mr. Phileas Fogg, I 
arrest you in the Queen’s name! 

Music: Dramatic theme, in and under. 


NARRATOR: Six hours away from win- 
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ning twenty thousand pounds, Phileas 
Fogg is placed under arrest by De- 
tective Fix, who has traveled around 
the world with him to place him 
there. Phileas Fogg is now in prison. 
Placing his watch on the table, he 
sees the seconds turn into minutes, 
the minutes into hours, and his 
dreams vanish with the possibilities 
of reaching London by the specified 
time. If he is honest, he is ruined. 
If he is a knave, he is caught. At 
thirty-three minutes past two, he 
hears the key turn in the lock of his 
cell and the door is thrown open, 
revealing Detective Fix. 

Fix (Breathlessly): Sir — sir — forgive 
me — a — a most unfortunate re- 
semblance — the robber 
rested three days ago. 

Foce (Calmly): Am I then free? 

Fix: Yes, yes. You are free. 

Foaa: As you have observed me closely 
for many days, Detective Fix, you 
have noted that I am a man not 
given to physical violence. Allow 
me to make today an exception. 

Sounp: Firm blow. Body falling. 

Foae: Out cold! Which is, considering 
the time, how my chances of yet 
winning the wager are. 

Music: Anxious theme, in and under. 

Narrator: Having missed the regular 
train to London, Fogg, with Aouda 
and Passepartout, hires a special 
train to take him there. When they 
finally reach the London terminus, 
the clocks in the station all show 
the time to be ten minutes before 
nine. Having made the tour of the 
world, he is behind in reaching his 
goal by five minutes. He has lost 
the wager! 


was 4ar- 


Music: Unhappy theme, in and under. 

PassePARTOUT: Poor Monsieur Fogg! 
Poor Monsieur Fogg! 

Aovpa: It is so hard to realize that he 
has lost his fortune. How is he tak- 
ing it, Passepartout? 

Passepartout: I have no idea, madam. 
Ever since we arrived here in his 
house last evening, he has confined 
himself to his room. 
seen him! 

Aoupa: If only we could cheer him. If 
only — 

Foae (Fading on): Passepartout. 

Aoupa (Whispering): Here he is. 

Foce: Will you be good enough to 
leave me alone with this lady for a 
few minutes? 

PASSEPARTOUT 
Monsieur. 

Foce: Will you pardon me, Madam, 
for bringing you to England? 

Aovupa: I — Mr. Fogg! 

Foce: When I decided to bring you far 
away from the country which was so 
unsafe for you, I was rich, and 
counted on putting a portion of my 
wealth at your disposal. Now I am 
ruined! 

Aovupa: I know it, Mr. Fogg, and I ask 
you, in turn, to forgive me for hav- 
ing delayed you, and thus having 
contributed to your ruin. I am not 
concerned for myself, but what will 
become of you? 

Foca: As for me, madam, I have need 
of nothing. 

Aovupa: But 
relatives? 

Foae: I have none, madam. 

Aoupa: I pity you, then, for solitude is 
a sad thing, Mr. Fogg, with no heart 
in which to confide your griefs. 


I have not 


(Fading): Certainly, 


your friends? Your 





They say, though, that misery it- 
self, shared by two sympathetic 
souls, may be borne with patience. 

FoaG: They say so, madam. 

Aoupba: Mr. Fogg, do you wish at once 
a kinswoman and a friend? Will 
you have me for your wife? 

FoaaG (After a beat): I love you! Yes, 
by all that is holiest, I love you, 
and am entirely yours. 

PassePartTout (Fading on): Monsieur! 
Monsieur! 

Foca: Ah, Passepartout. You are just 
in time to see me betrothed to this 
gracious lady. 

Passepartout: Sacre bleu! 
derful! 
pairs! 

Aoupa: In pairs? What do you mean, 
Passepartout? 

PassePpartTout: Monsieur, today is not 
Sunday as you suppose! It is 
Saturday! 

Foaa: Saturday? Impossible! Yester- 
day was Saturday! 

PassepartTouT: No, no, monsieur. 
Today is Saturday! By traveling 
always East, we gained a day’s time. 
You have won the wager! You have 
won! But you must hurry! It is 
twenty-five minutes before nine. 
You have but ten minutes to reach 
the Reform Club. Hurry, Monsieur 
Fogg, hurry! 


How won- 
It seems that joy comes in 


Music: Exciting theme, in and under. 

NARRATOR: Phileas Fogg dashes into 
street, hops into a cab, and is on his 
way. And at the Reform Club — 

Stuart: He has lost, gentlemen, he 
has lost 

FLANAGAN: One minute more, gentle- 
men. Fogg has one minute to make 
good his claim. 

Raupu: There’s no point in waiting. 
He can’t possibly have won. 

FLANAGAN: Fifteen 
gentlemen. 

Stuart: Oh, give it up, Flanagan. The 
money is ours. 


more seconds, 


FLANAGAN: Five seconds more. 
Sounp: Door opening. 
BUTLER (Announcing 
Phileas Fogg! 
Stuart (Amazed): No! 


stiffly): Mr. 


FLANAGAN: Impossible! 
Ravpu: It can’t be! 


Foaa (Fading on): But it is! Here I am 
gentlemen. The twenty thousand 
pounds are mine. Admit it! I have 
won the money fairly and squarely, 
by doing what all of you considered 
impossible. I have gone around the 
world in eighty days! 

Music: theme, full to 

finish. 


Triumphant 


THE END 
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The 40 traditional and modern one- 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Courtroom or TERROR 
(Play on pages 74-78) 

Characters: 8 male; 6 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Jimmie wears sport shirt and 
trousers. Linda wears a school dress during 
opening and courtroom scenes, and a Hal- 
loween costume during the closing scene. 
The Judge wears a devil costume or other 
weird attire; Mr. Persecuting Attorney is 
dressed as a monster. Weird Willie and the 
ghosts of the jury wear white ghost cos- 
tumes. The witches of the jury wear black 
witch costumes, and Miss Bewitching Witch 
wears a slinky long black dress, a wig of 
long black hair, and a large black hat. All 
characters except Linda and Jimmie wear 
masks. 

Properties: Book, with cover reading ‘‘Mys- 
tery at Midnight,” for Jimmie. Brooms for 
witches. Jack-o-lanterns for ghosts of the 
jury and for judge. 

Setting: The before-curtain scene is a corner 
of a boy’s room, with desk, football, etc. 
The courtroom scene has an elevated plat- 
form for judge’s desk and witness chair. 
At right is the jury box with 8 chairs; at 
left, a table and 3 chairs. 
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Christmas Memorial Day 
Columbus Day Mother's Day 
Comedies Mysteries 
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Fairy Tales, Folk Plays for All-Boy Casts 
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Foreign Lands adio Plays 
Graduation and Promotion Thanksgiving 
Halloween United Nations 
Health and Safety Valentine's Day 
Lincoln's Birthday Washington's Birthday 
This catalog will be a convenient guide 
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to material previously published in the 
magazine, Send for your free copy of 
this 40-page catalog today. 
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% PLAYS FOR SPECIAL DAYS *® 
in October 4 


In addition to the plays for holidays and special occasions in this issue, * 


subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues: 


* 


Fire Prevention Week 


Tue Pouixa Dor Put 
Wuat Haprpenep on CLutTrer STREEt 


October 12th — Columbus Day 
Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 


West To Tue INDIES More 
Tue Guost rrom Gent 
Day or Destiny 
Ferrers AnD Dreams 
I Sart Sau AGAIN 
Brave ApMIRAL 


THAN COURAGE 
Bryonp MutTINyY 
Most Memorasie VOYAGE 
Tue Weaver's Son 
Beronp THULE 
Great BEGINNING 

*R THE GLORY OF SPAIN 


Lower Grades Radio Play 


A Compass FOR CHRISTOPHER 


Tuern Masestizs COMMAND 
Son or CoLumBus 


October 24th — United Nations Day 
Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 
Cavavcape or Human Ricuts 
I'URNING THE TABLES 
A Pray Wirnout a Name 
THREE AND THE DRAGON 


ALICE IN PUZZLELAND 
INVASION FROM THE STRATOSPHERE 


October 28th — Anniversary of the Statue of Liberty 
Radio Play 


Tue Statue SPEAKS 


October 30th — Halloween 
Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 


Apra-KapaBra-Kapoo 
Spooks in Books 

PuHat’s THE Spirit 

Be My Guost 

Spooxy SPeEcTACLES 
HALLOWEEN Lucx 

Wuen THe Hurtysurty's Done 
Homerown HALLOWEEN 

Tue Sort-Heartrep Guost 
BEWITCHED AND BewiLDERED 
Tue Broomstick Beauty 


Tue Rosy-Cueexep Guost 
Tue Wonperrut Witchware Store 
Test ror a WitcH 

Witenes’ DeLient 

Tue Greepy GOBLIN 

Tue Reivuctant Guost 

4 Cat ror HALLOWEEN 
HALLOWEEN Gets a New Loox 
(J HOSTS ON GUARD 

Tne New Broom 

Broom Market Day 


Lower Grades 
ScHOOL FOR SCARING ( 
HALLOWEEN Maaic 
HALLOWEEN Brew 
Ture Scarecrow Party 
Wuo Scarep Wuom Jacx-O-LANTERN 
HALLOWEEN ScARECROW Cue Witcn Doctor 


Tue Tim Litrie Wires Tue HALLOWEEN WisHES 


HIEF HALLOWEEN SPIRIT 

Some Tricks Are TREATS 
Sometuine New ror HALLOWEEN 
Tue Littie Witcu Wuo Triep 


Radio Play 


Tue Hauntep Hie Scuoot 





Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty-free by subscribers. Single copies of individual plays 
may be purchased by current subscribers only for 25¢ each (50c to nonsubscribers). 
When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Other- 
wise regular price of 50c per copy will be charged. To eliminate bookkeeping, we sug- 
gest that payment accompany playbook orders, especially for small quantities. 
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Night's Dream, The Taming of the Shrew, | __“smerman . = 
Much Ado About Nothing, As You Like | UNITED Nations Piays anp ProGrams** 
It, The Tempest, Romeo and Juliet, Julius | _ Fisher and Rabe . oe 
Caesar, Hamlet, King Lear, and Macbeth. | SHoRrT Piays ror Aut-Boy Casts** 
Plays may be read aloud with or without Howard - : $3.00 
a dummy microphone, or acted out in | Heavra AND Sarety Piays snp Pro- 
a studio. , GRAMS"™ 
Junior and Senior High 193 pages; $3.75 Fisher 68.75 
— One-Act Piays ror Auit-Grri Casts** 
‘ Paradis $3.00 
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